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PROLOGUE 



TpRUITFUL in good and ill, the teaming earth 
^ To wheat and tares afTords promifcUous birth : 
At once, from nature's womb, rife woe and weal ; 
The fprings that poifon, and th^ dreams that heal* 
Kay more, her offspring each and all contain. 
Within themfelveSy both antidote and bane. 
Each is a Jarring world, where death yields life i 
And concord rifes out of endlefs flrife. 
Each feems difHnft, yet all together bound : 
And feparate and colle^ively is found 
A hoard of infinite ; a coimtlefs mafs 
Of miracles within a blade of grafs* 

Firft of the tribe, and mafter of the whole, 
Man (lands cre6l ; the fovereign and the fouL 
In him all union and difunion fhine : 
He's now above half brute ; now more than half dfvine. 
Wayward in humour "J infinite in wit; 
The flave of all, to none will he fubmit $ 
In a6l an idiot 5 in conceit a fag©; 
Mov'd by a breath, he'll brave the tempeft's rag^; 
Now foar, a demi-god; now fink, a ilraw; 
Kow weep, a child ; now give the planets laiY* 

Railing at wretchednefs, in folly wife. 
Alive to all the blifs that he denies. 
Worthy your laughter or perhaps your tears, 
Brain-fick of errors pad, to night appears 
A moody mortal ; fketch'd on this mad plan| 
A furly mifanthrope, and yet a man. 

Within his ofbit other beings move 5 
Some urgM by av'rice, others fpurr'd by love, 
To aid or injure him, as pailion drives ; 
The word of fervants ; and the beft of wives z 
With many more, all waiting here within ; 
My talk being ended, ready to begin. 
Hear, and decide, like men who think and feel : 
For, from this night's decree, there's no appeal. 
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TH E 

DESERTED DAUGHTER: 

A 

COMEDY. 

A C T I. 

SCENE I. 7be Hou/e of Mr.UoKDzuT. 

MoRDZKT and Don ALD in anger. 

Donald. 
I N the black de'elglowr at me, I'ze tell ye 



G 



my mind ! Difchairge me an ye wull : I a 
been nae mair but therty years i' the faimily. I 
care nae for yeer canker'd girnsi An ye wad 
nae hear falhus tales, ye munna be guilty o* fow 
jdeeds ! ^ 

Mor. (Looking anxioujly round) Will you fpeak 
in a lower key ?— Earth is wholly inhabited by 
Harpies, and I am eternally haunted by the moft 
malignant of them ! 

Don. An I get nae tidings of her to-day, I'ze 
advertize for her i* the public papers ! Ay, and 
J'ze gar yeer name b^ imprented at full langth ! 

Mor. (Terrified) Print my name? 

Don. The de'el hike me on his l^orns gin I 
dunna, 

Mor. Daemon ! Til blow your brains out! 

B Don. 
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2 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

Don. Fiz, wi' your flafli i'the pan! I dunnx 
fear ye ! Yeer rafh and mad enoch ! Sham be- 
tide ye ! A father abandon his child ? 

Mor. Leprofy feize your licentious tongue, 
will you fpeak lower ? Did I abandon her ? 

Don. Ye wad nae acknowledge her; wad nae 
fee her ; never frae the time that ftie war a wee 
tot at the knee ! Gin ye had a hairt ye wad nae 
aixpofe her tul. — (Holding up his hands in terror^) 

Mor. What? 

Don. Tramp the ftreets ! Aixpald the warld of 
onefty by her ain father! And why, trow? She 
is a naitural child ! To beget cheldren, and thea 
turn them adrift to bag, Ileal or Itairve, is a dam-^ 
ned unnaitural deed ! 

Mor. Prophet of evil ! Would you tell all the 
family? Expofe me to my wife? 

Don. Tze aixpofe ye tul the whole warld, gin 
I dunna find her ! And what the muckle better 
Ihall I be gin I do ? A thrawart poverty maun 
be her lot! Ye ha' diced, and drabbed, and 
fquandered, and mortgaged, till ye wuU na' hae 
a bawbee tul yeerfal ! 

Mor. Ceafe your croaking, raven! Do you 
govern this houfe, or I ? 

Don. Govern, trow? Balzebub himfal is the 
governor ! There is yeer pett fteward! An auld 
whilly wha ! Tak warning ! I ha' toud ye afore- 
time and I tell ye again, he's a rafcal. 

Mor. Viper, 'tis falfe! If the earth hpld ail 
honeft man, Mr. Item is he. 4 . 

Don. Oneft? A juggling loon oTiell! He 
feigns to borrow the filler for ye wetch he lends 
himfal ; and the walthy poffa:flions ye lang fync 
held wuU eftfoon be aw his ain. 

f^or. I fay 'tis falfe 1 His truth, integrity and 
zeal are unexampled 1 ' 

Don. Marcy o' God, ye'er bewetched ! 
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A COMEDY. 3 

Mor. What a den of Mifgry is this world! 
Swarming with one fet of fiends that raife the 
whirlwind of the paffions, and with another that 
befet and tantalize the bewildered wretch for 
having been overtaken by the ftorm 1 

Don. Poor Joanna! Winfom lafley— Pze keep 
my ward ! 

Mor. Can nothing ftop your peftiferous 
tongue ? Have I not fifty times defcended to ex- 
planation, and Ihewn you that I muft not, cannot 
own her? 

Don. Dare not! Ye hanna the hairt to be 
oneft ! Ye bogle at ftiadows ! 

Mor. Pertinacious devil ! The public clamour 
and difgrace, the affefted fufferings and infult- 
ing forbearance of Lady Anne, the refentment 
of her imperious family, are thefe Ihadows ? 

SCENE II. Enfer Mrs. Sarsnet. 

Mrs. Sar. What is it you are pleafed to be 
talking, pray, about my lady, Mr. Scotch 
Donald? 

Don. Troth, Mrs. Englifh Sarfnet, nae ward 
o'iU. 

Mrs. Sar. Ill truly! No, fir, my lady may 
defy her worft enemies ! Though there are folks, 
who ought to adore the very ground Ihe treads 
upon, that ufe her like a Turk! 

Mor. How now ? 

Mrs. Sar. I name no names. 

Mor. Who fent for you here, Miftrefs ? 

Mrs. Sar. My lady lent me here, fir. 

Mor. And did flie bid you behave with imper- 
tinence ? 

Mrs. Sar. She, indeed! A dear fuffering faint! 

She bid me always behave with affability and 

B 2 decorum: 
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4 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

decorum : and fo I would, if I could. But ft 
would provoke an angel ! 

Mor. And what is it your wifdom thinks f<» 
provoking? 

Mrs. Sar. To fee a fweet lady fit for hoursj 
;^nd pine and grieve ; and then, when fome folks 
are in fight, pretend to fmile and be all affignation 
and contentment, when all the while her poof 
heart is ready to break ! 

Mor. Then'flie complaii>s to you ? 

Mrs. Sar. I faid no fuch thing, fir ! No : (he 
complains to no chriftian foul; more's the fhame ! 
I wifh fome folks had a little, of my »fpirit! other 
folks, mayhap, mut find the difference I 

Don, Troth, an yee wad nae be fneaking o* 
that, Mrs. Sarfnet. 

Mrs. Sar. A poor weak wonaan, who can only 
take her own part by crying, and fainting ! 

DoK. Ye forget, Mrs. Sarfnet, there are fome 
poor weak women that ha' tongues and nails. 

Mrs. Sar. Have they, Mr. Snap-fhort ? Why 
then, if I had you for a hufband, mayhap X 
would let you fee that I could ufe them. 

Don. 1 he miickle de'el may doubt yee \ 

Mrs. Sar. It's a^ftiarae,. Mr. Donald, for you 
to be getting into corners, and whifpering and 
peering and plotting to my lady's dilhonour ! 
' Don. (An^ry) I plotting ? How dare yee, Mrs. 
Sarfnet. 

Mor. Silence, with you both! 

Mrs. Sar. You ought to be afliamed of making 
yQurfelf a fpy, and a (kip-jack go-between ! 

Don. I a (kip-jack? Varra weel ! Yee hear, 
fir, what are my thanks ! 'Tis unco weel ! I hae 
but my defairts ! True enoch, I am a go-between] 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, yesj we know that very well, 
Mr. Donald. 

Don, 
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A COMEDY, 5 

Don. But nae fie go-between as yee, Mrs. 
Malapert, may thenk me! I hae been a truft 
worthy caterer tul the family: {To Mordent.) 
a flave tul yeer revels, and yeer roots, and 
yeer banquetings. *Tis lang. fyne ye made me 
yeer purveyor; but nae man ever yet made 
me his pander ! 

Mor. Begone ! See if Mr. Item is returned. 

Mrs. Sar. Ah! There's another ! 

Don. Skip-jack? Go-between ? Mag's malifon 
o' yeer fpitefoo' tongue-gab ! [£^i7. 

SCENE in. Mordent ^z»i Afrj. Sar^net. 

Mgr. bid your lady, I fay, inftruQ: you to be- 
have with this infolence ? 

Mrs. Sar. You know very well, fir, my lady is 
the beft of wives ! Ihe fent me on a civil mef- 
fage, and bid me fpeak with froperiety : and fo, if 
fpeaking one's mind and telling the truth be a 
fault, its all my own. 

Mor. I'll put an end to this. 

Mrs. Sar. Oh, to be fure ; you may tell my 
lady and get me turned away, if you pleafe ! be- 
caufe, I know very well, if you bid her, Ihe 
will do it ! 

Mor. Prometheus and his vulture is no fable! 

Mrs. Sar. But, as it is all for love of my lady, 
I am fure the Earl of Oldcreft, her father, will 
give me z Ji fiat ion. He knows, mayhap, more 
than you may think. So does the Vifcount her 
brother, too ; her aunt lady Mary, and her uncle - 
the Bifliop : and every body is not obliged to be 
fo blind and fo tame as my lady ! 

Mor. What is it they know ? 

Mrs. Sar. That's more than I can fay ; but 
they have all been here, and my lady defires to 
fpeak with you. 

B 3 Mor. 
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6 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER. 

Mor. {4fide.) Indeed ! — I have no leifure. 

Mrs, Sari Ha ! I told my lady fo ! 

Mor. Begone ! inform your lady, I have tor- 
mentors enough ; and have no inclination to in- 
creafe the number. [Exit. 

Mrs. Sar. I progmjlified the anfwer !-r-A good 
for nothing chap ! — I know very well what is be* 
coming of a hufband ! He fhould love his wife, 
dearly, by day and by night ! he fhould wait upon 
her; and give her her own way ; and keep her 
from the cold, and the wet ; and provide her with 
every thing comfortable ; and if (he happen to 
be in an ill humour, fhould coax her, and bear a 
little fnubblng patiently ! Humph ! The fellows ! 
What are they good for ^ [Exit. 

SCENE IV. Changes to the Steward's Room. 
Item andG^iu^ meetings 

Item. {Eagerly.) My dear Grime, I am glad 
you are come ! Well, is the deed prepared ? 

Grime. Ready for fealing. Mr. Mordent 
never examine^ what be figns ! he trufls all to 
you! 

Item. We cannot be too fafe. But, this other 
affair ? this Joanna ? What have you done ? 
Have you decoyed her to Mrs. Enfield's ? 

Grime. Really, Mr. Item, fhe is fo fine a crea- 
ture that, when I configned her over, I am not a 
true Chriftian if I did not feel fuch a twinge 

here l-rrr- 

Item- Curfe your twinge$ ? Is fhp fafe ? Did 
fhe fufpeft nothing ? 

Grime. No, no ! Thp poor innocent blefTed 
herfiplf, to thin*: what a kind proteftrefs Provi- 
dence had fent her ! 

Item. Cfoy.) That is well ! That is well I 
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ACOMEDY. 7 

Grime. But I do not yet underftand why you 
fliould feekthe ruin of this lovely creature? 

Isem. I ? You miftaike : 'tis Mr. Mordent ! 

Grime. What, wifh deftruftion to his child ? 

Item. No, no. We neither of us feek her 
harm ; but our own fafety. 

Grime. Which way ? 

Item. He has various tormentors ; his wife, or 
rather her proud relations, are among the chief; 
and he dreads they Ihould come to the knowledge 
of this fecret. But his ftrongeft terror is of 
being detefted, in having for years difowned a 
child who, if now produced, would be his ever- 
lafting dilgrace. 

Grime. Then he does not know that his daugh- 
ter is now in the houfe of Mrs. Enfield ? 

Item. Not a word. His plan, for the prefent, 
is to fettle her in fome profeffion ; for xhis he will 
beftow a thoufand pounds, which^ ha, ha, ha ! I 
am to expend. 

Grime, {ftgnificantly.) Or keep ? 

Item. {4fide.) Plague ! I have faid too much. 

Grime. {Afide.) Oh, oh ! A thoufand pounds ? 

Item. That — ^that, my dear Grime, would be a 
paltry motive. 

Grime. (Jfide,) I'll have my fhare! 

Item. Mr. Mordent has been all his life 
fquandering, like a blockhead, what I have been 
prudently picking up. 

Grime. And pretty pickings you have had, Mr, 
Item! 

Item. (Exulting.) I have him in the toils ! In- 
tereft accumulating upon intereft, and all in ar- 
rear. I can foreclofe upon him when I plcafe, 
for all except the Berkihire eftate ; and by this 
fecond mortgage, agreeably to the deed you have 

B 4 brought. 
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8 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

brought, equity of redemption will be forfeited, 
and that as well as the reft will then be mine ! 
Grime. If he had but figned and fealed — 
Item. Which he ftiall do this very jlay. 
Grime. Still, why are you the enemy of Joanna ? 
What have you to fear from her ? 

Item. Much! Very much! An aftion of re-' 
covery ! 

Grime. How fo ? She has no title ! She is ille- 
gitimate ! 

Item. Would Ihe were I No, no ; a lawful 
daughter, torn in wedlock ; her mother poor 
but virtuous, and died in childbed. Fearful it 
fhould injure his fecond marriage with lady 
Anne, he never produced the infant, but told his 
man, Donald, it was a natural daughter, and by his 
intermiffion fecretly maintained and had her 
educated. 

Grime. Why not employ the fame agent ftill ? 
Item. Becaufe this Donald has got the fool's 
difeafe, pity, and threatens to make Mordent 
pwn his daughter, or impeach. 

Grime. And it was prudent to place her be^ 
yond Donald's knowledge ? 
Item. It was. 

Grime. Ha I Tis a ftrange world I Well, now, 
Mr, Item, give me leave to fay a word or two on 
my own affairs. 

Item. To be fure my dear friend ! Speak and 
fpare not. 

Grime. There is the thoufand pounds, yon 
mentioned. 

Item. {4fideS) Hem ! 

Grime.. Then the premium on this mortgage- 
In fliort, Mr. Item, I do all your bufuiefs, ftand 
\n your flio?s— r 

Item. 
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ACOMEDY^ 9 

Item. You are my right hand, the apple of my 
eyes ! 

Grime. Ay, but — 

Item. The deareft friend I have on earth ! 

Grime. The divifion of profits — 

Item, Don't mention it. Am not I your friend ? 
I Ihall not live for ever. 

Grime. No, nor I neither. Friendfhip — 

Item^ Don't think of it. You can't diftruft 
me ! The fifft and beft friend you ever had ! 

Grime. Fine words — 

Item. {Evading.) Yonder is my nephew. {Calls.) 
Clement. 

SCENE V, £»/^r Clement. 

Clem. Sir, 

Item, Fetch the title deeds of the Berkfhirc 
eftate from my good friend Mr. Grime's* 

Grime. Well, but— 

Item. Any time, to-day. 

Clem. Very well, fir, [Exit. 

Crime. Once again, Mr. Item— • 

Item. And, Clement ! • 

Grime. I fay the diyifion— 

Item. {Liftcns.) Hark ! I hear Mr, Mor- 
dent ! 

Grime. {Jftde.') It ihall not pafs off thus. I 
begin to know you ! 

Item. I would not have you feen juft now — 
My dear Grime ! My kind friend ! Through this 
door I Some other opportunity 1 Pray oblige 
me ! 

Grime. Well, vftW-^^Afide.) The next time we 
mt^U you Ihall know more of my mind. 

[Exit Grime^ 

Item. {Af^gry.') The rafcal begins to grow 

trouble- 
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If) THE DESERTED DAUGHTER : 

troublefome !— -Take care of the ftcps, good 
Mr. Grime ! [^Follows. 

. SCENE VI. £»/^r Mordent. 

Mor, What is life ? A continual cloud ; preg- 
nant with mifchief, malignity, difeafe and death. 
Happinefs? An ignis fatuus. Pleafure ? A non- 
entity. Exiftence ? A misfortune, a burthen. 
None but fools condefcend to live. Men exert 
their whole faculties to torture one another. 
Animals are the prey of animals. Flowers bloom 
to be plucked and perifti. The very grafs grows 
to be torn and eaten : trees to be mangled, fawed, 
rooted up, and burned. The whole n a fyftem 
of exquifite mifery, and I have my full propor- 
tion ! — Oh ! this girl ! Why am I thus perturbed 
csMscerning her ? She can but be wretched ; and 
wretchednefs is the certain fate of all ! *' But 
*^ then, the world ? Why what an infatuated afs 
•' am I ; contemning the world and all it con- 
*^ tains, yet living in continual dread of it* re- 
« proof r 

[Re-enter Item.] 

Well,, my good Mr. Item, this poor Joanna I 
What have you done? Can you fecure her hap- 
pinefs ? Pfliaw! Fool! Can you lighten her mi- 
fery ? I can think of nothing but her ; though 
diftraftion is in every thought! 

lum; 'Tis a ferious affair : very ferious — you 
ought to do nothing lightly. 

Mor. Turned adrift, rejeQed of all, no rela- 
tion, no friend, never acknowledged, never ? 

Ifem. My advice you know. Sir, was at onee 
boldly to produce her, as your daughter. No 
matter for the impertinent clamours and quef- 
tion5 of who her mother was, and what became 

of 
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A C O M E D Y* II 

of her; why the child was never owned; where 
flie had been concealed, and for what purpofes? 
Mor. Ay, ay, ay ! The malignant fneers of 
friends, the cutting calumny of enemies, the re- 
proaches of Lady Anne^ the infults of her pom- 
pous proud family ! 

Item. For my part, I obey your commands, 
but I cannot approve them. 

Mor. My late ward, Mr. Cheveril, fhould he 
hear of it what would he think?— Then this 
Berkfhire mortgage ! 

Item. Ay, there again ! Totally oppofite to 
my advice. 

Mor. Can you Ciew me any other poffible 
way of paying my debts ? 

Item. The danger of figning it is extreme ! 
Mor. TisruinI But what matter? Is not the 
whole one mafs of wretchednefs ? 

Item. Young Cheveril, I own, has demands. 
Mor. Which muft be paid. 
Item. Then the out-ftanding bills— tradefmen 
are provokingly infolent ! 

Mor. Ay, ay ! They, like the reft, have their 
appointed office of torture ! 

Item, Well, remember I have given you fair 
warning! 

Mor. Certainly ! You do your part, and with 
thebeft intentions ; goad, and fting, and add your 
quantum to the fum of fuffering ! The confif. 
tency of evil is amazing ! good and bad, all con- 
cur!— Is the deedreadv? 
Item. I mufl fir ft reaa it through. 
Mor. Do fo, I leave it all to you. 
Item. But that will not take ten minutes. 
Mor. I will be back prefently. The gulph is 
before me, plunge I muft, and to plunge blind- 
fold 
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M THE DESERTED DAUGHTER: 

fold will be to cheat the devil of foihc part of 

the pain ! {^Exit. 

Item, (following) Nay, if you will not be 

warned, it is not my fault. . [£«//• 

SCENE VII. The Dreffing Room of Lady 
Anme. 

Lady Anne and Mrs. Sarsnet. 

Mrs. Sar. I told your Ladyfhip he would re* 
fufe. 

Lady A. What reafon did he give ? 

Mrs. iS^r. Reafon, forfooth! Hufbands never 
have any reafon ! 

Lady A. {To herfelf) Unkind man! Why 
does he thus wilh to avoid me ? 

Mrs.^y^r. He keeps his diftance, both day and 
night! But I would teach him to fleep in two 
beds ! A pretty fafhion truly ! I would tell him 
I was afraid of ghofts ; and lb I married becaufe 
I could not ,nor I would not lie alone. So let 
him remember that. 

Lady A. Why were you fo long in bringing 
the meffage back ? 

Mrs. Sar. Why that is what I have to tell 
your Ladyfhip. If there is not bad doings, fay 
I am no witch. 

Lady A. What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Sar. Your Ladyfhip muft not be angry ; 
but you know I ca'nt help having a fharp eye 
and a quick ear of my own. 

Lady A. What have you been doing now ? 

Mrs. Sar. So I faw my Matter go into the 
Reward's room. 

Lady A. {Endeavouring tojupprejs her curioftty) 
Pfhaw ! Folly ! What of that ? 

Mrs. Sar. So I had all my feven fenfes and 
»ny eye-teeth about me.— 

Lady 
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Lady A. Pray have done ! 

Mrs. Sar. So I clapped my ear to the key- 
hole; and then I heard a— whuz, buz — 

Lady A. This was very improper ! 

Mrs. Sar. So I could only catch up a word 
here and there ; and the firft yj2isjummut about—*, 
of a child ! 

Lady A. A child ? 

Mrs. Sar. And a mother, my Lady ! Though 
for the matter of that, where there is a child, 
one's own nataral penetrality will tell one there 
muft be a mother. 

Lady A. Of what weaknefs am I guilty ? 

Mrs. Sar. And I thought I catched the found 
of Mr. Item of a fathering the child ! and I'm fo^ 
fituve he faid it wu% againft his confcience 1 

Lady A. Who faid fo ? 

Mrs» Sar. Mr. Item, my Lady ! And fo a 
little bit after, my matter called fomebody a poor 
injurious girl, and a prodigality of wit and beauty ! 
So then I heard fomebody's foot on the flairs^ 
and I wu% fain to fcamper. 

Lady A. I know not why I liften to this inde« 
cent prattle ! My over-anxious curiofity betrays 
me, and you are much to forward to profit by 
my weaknefs. 

Mrs. Sa^. Becairfe you know, my Lady^ I 
love you in my heart ; and it is all for your own- 
good. 

Lady A. A child! An injured girl ! Yet why- 
do I feel agitation ? His infidelities have been 
too open, for me to be ignorant of them. And 
who has been to blame ; he or I ? Oh ! doubt- 
fuF and difficult queftion ! 

Mrs. Sar. But Til come at the truth, I'll war=- 
tant me, in all its purficUrs J 

fi Ladjr 
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Lady A. Suffering perhaps under the confci- 
oufnefsof error, which the fight of me might in- 
creafe, he flies from additional anguifh. Oh ! 
that I had the power to footh and reconcile him 
to himfelf ! Why will he not receive confolation 
from me? 

Mrs. Sar. I'll rummage about. 

Lady A. If I am unhappy, how muft I be 
certain that it is not my own fault ? Where there 
is unhappinefs, neither party can be wholly 
blamelefs. 

Mrs. Sar. He ought to love and adore fuch a 
Lady ! and clothe her in fatin and gold ! 

Lady A. Shall I tyrannize over the affeftions 
that I cannot win ? If I want the power to pleafe, 
let me correft my own defefts, and not accufe 
my bufband of infenfibility ! Oh, nothing is Xo 
killing to a hufband's love, as a difcontented^ 
irkfome, wailing wife ! let me be any thing but 
that ! 

Mrs. Sar. He is a barbarian Turk ! and fo I 
as good as told him. 

Lady A. " What is the teft of an affe6lionate 
*^ wife ? It is that, being wronged, her love re- 
** mains undiminifhed; having caufe of complaint, 
** fhe fcorns to complaint, convinced that any mi- 
" fery is more welcome than the poffibility of be- 
*' coming the torment of her bofom's Lord ! Oh, 
** let me rather fuffer every poffible evil than en- 
*' diire my hufl)and's hate !" 

Mrs. Sar. If any fellow was to ufe me fo, I 
know what I would do. 

Lady A. Yet have I not loft his love ? Dread- 
ful doubt ! My family advife a feparation, and,' 
if this fatal lofs be ireal, how is it to be givoided ? 
Yet, I will not lightly yield ! Let me hope m/ 

efforts 
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cflForts will not all be inefFeftaal. Would this 
agonizing conteft were ended ! [£x//. 

Mrs. Sar. She may fay what fhe will, But I 
know very well fhe is the moft miferable-eft lady 
alive^ and I could tear his eyes out ! Hufband, 
indeed? And fo, becaufe I liftened to the fel- 
low's love, and nonfenfe-ftufF, and took pity o» 
him, when he was going to hang or drown him- 
felf, he muft think,? as foon as he has got me 
fafe, to be my lord arid matter! I'd tell him 
another ftory ! My lord and matter, truly! [^Exit. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT IL 

SCE,NE I. The Hmje of Mrs. Z^fiZLj}. 

Mrs* Enfield and Betty, 

Mrs. Enfield. 

AN D, mind me, treat her widi great kind- 
nefs and deference. 
Betty. Ill be careful. 

Mrs. En. Keep her in continual good hu^ 
mour : don't let her alk for any thing twice ; and 
above all things litten to her complaints, and 
pity them. 

Betty. My white handkerchief (hall be at her 
fervice. 

Mrs. En* Is the melTenger returned ? 

Bitty 
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BeUy* Yes, madam; and there is no anfwer 
from Mr, Mordent, but Mr. Lennox fent word 
he will foon be here. 

Mrs. En. Send her to me. 

Betty. Yes, madam. [Exit. 

Mrs. En. She is young, and ignorant of the 
town ; but, I can fee, ihe has a quick and cou- 
rageous fpirit. 

SCENE II. Enter Joanna^ 

Mrs. En. Well, my fweet Joanna; do you 
think you can love me, and truft me, and follow 
my advice ? 

Joanna. Are you not my benevolent protec- 
trefs, and will it not be my duty ? 

Mrs. En. Why that's a precious ! Ay, ay ; do 
but as I defirc you, darling, and then ! 

Joanna. Oh, that I will! Come, fet me to 
work. 

Mrs. En. Ah, I won't kill you with w^ork. 
Pretty dear ! Thofe delicate arms ! — ^They were 
not made for work. 

Joanna. Fie ! You muft not tell me that. My 
mother is dead, and my father — ! {Jirmly) But I 
muft bear my fate with fortitude. Labour is no 
punifhment. 

Mrs. En. Labour ? Oh the beauty ! Chicken 
gloves, my lamb, for thofe white hands! A 
noble looking-glafs, to fee that fweet form ! A 
fine chariot, to fhew off your charms 1 Thefe 
you ought to have, and a thoufand other fine 
things. Ay, and if you will take my advice, 
have them you fhall. 

Joanna. Fine things ? Chariots ? No, no; not 
for me. To work, to work. — But Til willingly 
take your advice ; for, you are fo kind, it can- 
not be ill ! 

Mrs. En. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A C O M E D Y. 17 

Mrs. En. Ill ? Heaven proteft me ! I advife 
a dear fweet handfome creature to ill ? 

Joanna. Handfome ? Fie ! an orphan ; Fa- 
therlefs ! 

Mrs. En. Ay, very true ! Ill ? No, no ; think 
me your parent. 

Joanna. (Snatch andkifs her hand) Dear lady ! 

Mrs. En. Ah, my tender lamb ! Think of joy 1 
Think of pleafure ! 

Joanna. Be not fo kind. You fhould not fof- 
ten, but fteel my heart ! Teach it to have neither 
fear nor feeling of wrong ; to laugh when others 
weep. Oh! I'll mock at forrow ! 

Mrs. En. Do not think of it. 

Joanna. Did you never fee your father ? 

Mrs, En. Anan, dear ? 

Joanna. I never faw mine ! Do not even know 
his name ! I had a ftrange defire to (ee him 
once, but once, and I was denied ! I am a high 
fpirited girl, but I would have kneeled to him ; 
would have kiffed his feet ; and was refufed.— • 
No matter ! 

Mrs. En. Forget it» 

Joanna. Well, well ! — ^Courage ! — You muft 
let me work. I'll earn what I eat. I love you 
for your kindnefs, but I will not be depen- 
dent. 

Mrs. En. Since you will ! You fay you can 
draw? 

Joanna. It has been my delight. I have flu- 
died the human countenance, have read La- 
vater. 

Mrs. En. A nan ! Will you copy the engrav- 
ing I fhewed you ? — 

Joanna. What, the portrait of that ftrange—? 

Mrs. En. Mr. Mordent. (Handing down a 
frame.) 

Joanna. Mordent? 

C Mrs, 
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Mrs. En. Of Portland Place. 

Joanna. (Examining) 1 don't quite like him ! 

Mrs; 'En. Why ? 

Joanna. He's a wicked man.— - 

Mrs. En. 'Nay — 

Joanna. A wild eye ! — I hope he is ndt your 
relation. , 

^ Mrs. En. No ; but has been a very good 
friend. 

'xj^nna. Take care of him! 
■^''^}^s. En. Cin you judge fo certainly? 

Joanna. Looking at fuch a face, who can 
fail ? (Examining Mrs. Enfield) You are a worthy 
lady ; a kind lady; your aftions befpeak it: and 
yet — Don't be angry — there is fbmething about 
your features — that I don't like ! 

Mrs. £». Blefsme, dear ! 

Joanna. I muft be wrong, becaufe you are 
good: but you have not a good countenance. 
That's ftrange ! I never faw fuch a thing before ! 
— ^And the more I look the lefs I like. 

Mrs. En. (Aftde) Does Ihe fufpeft me ? 

Joanna.. If ever I draw your face. Til alter 
fome of the lines. Til make them^fuch as I think 
virtue ought to have made them; open, honeft, 
undaunted. You have fuch a number of little art- 
ful wrinkles at the corners of your eyes ! — You 
are very cunning ! • 

Mrs. En. (In a tremor) What does fhe mekn? 

Joanna. But what of that? You are kind to 
me; and I fear no cunning, not I ! You found 
me friendlefs, have given me work, and I would 
die to ferve you ! So I'll copy that wild man** 
portrait. 

Mrs. En. Wild ? 

Joanna. Nay, for that matter, you need not 
fear him: but if you know any vain, foolifh 

young 
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lyouBg gid^) that loye flaunting, and will liften 
to fine promifes, bid them beware of iiim I 
Mrs. En. {Aftde) A little witch. 

Enter Betty. 

l&ettj. Mr. Lennox is below, madam. lExiL 

Mrs. En. I am glad of that ! Come, my fwc^t 
Joanna, Til introduce you to him. 

Joanna. Me, madam ? 

Mrs. En. Ay> Child! that I will. Every 
body ftall know what an angel my dear young 
friend is. 

Joanna. Confider, madam — r 

Mfi. En, Nay, I, am fure you will not refufc 
me this pleafure ? Come, come ! 

Joanna. You are too kind I 

Mrs. En, Come, my precious. 

Joanna* Well! I commit myfelf to your truft. 
Friendlefs and fatherlefs, you will be my guar- 
dian. You are too generous to injure the helplefs, 
.and th6 forlorn : and the lines in your iPace are 
:falfe! . \^E^eur^. 

SCENE III. An AntUhamher in the Boufe of 
Mordent. 

Mordent and Chevs;ril. 

Cbev. Grumble no more 'Guardy ! Have done 
with prognofticating evil ! 'Tis all in vain : your 
gloomy reign is ended : I am of age .! 

Mor. To play the fool ! 

Chev. I'm free ! I'm alive ! I'm beginning to 
cxift! 

Mor. lake a wretch at the (take, when the 
flames firft reach him ! 

Chev. The whole world is before mc ! its 

pleafures are ipread out, and I long to fall on ! 

C 2 The 
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The golden apples of delight hang invidng me tB 
pluck, eat, and — 

Mor. Be poifoned ! 

Cbev. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mpr. As your guardian, I — 

Cbev. Damn guardianfliip ! I have been 
- guarded too long. Years out of number have 
I been fed with lean Latin, crabbed Greek, and 
an abominable olio of the four faculties: ferved 
up with the jargon of Ariftotle, the quirks of 
Thomas Aquinas, and the quibbles and quodli- 
bets of Doftor Duns Scotus. 

J[Ior. Take warning — ! 

Cbev. Fined for Horace, horfed for Homer, 
and plucked becaufe I could not parrot over 
their premifes and predicates, majors and mi- 
nors, antecedents and confequents. My brain 
was a broker's (hop ; the little good furniture it 
contained all hid by lumber! 

Mor. Let me tell you, young Sir — 

Cbev. Not now : Your day is done. I am my 
own man ! I breathe ! I am abroad ! I am on 
the wing to vifit the regions of fruition and Pa- 
radife; to banquet with the Gods, and lip am- 
brofia from the lips of Venus and Hebe, the 
Hours, the Loves, and the Graces ! • 

Mor. 'You are a lunatic ! . . 

Cb£V. No! I am juft come totriy fcnfes; for 
I am juft come to my eftate ! High health, high 
fpirits, eight thouland a year, and one and 
twenty ! ' ,^ * 

Mor, Youth ? Riches ? Poor idedt ! Healtk 
too ? What is man but a walking hofpital ? You, 
boy, you, little as yoii fufpeft it, include within 
yourfelf a whole pharmacopoeia of malady arid 
«ifchicf! 
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Cbrtj. Zouhds ! Hc'U perfuade me pyefently I 
am Pandora's box ! * 

Mor. So yotx are ! 

Cbev. Why, guardy ! You are mad ! 

Mor^ True, or 1 fhould take the fhorteft way 
to get rid of mifery, and infta^tly go haqg my- 
felf! 
, Cbev^ What a pi dure ! 

Mor. Equal it inaccuracy, if you can, 

Cbev. Why I am but a young artift ; howt 
ever I can dafh my brulh at the canvas as dar- 
ingly as you have done ! So what think you 
(Rapturoufly) of mirth, fongs, and fmiles ; youth, 
beauty, and kiffes ; friendfliip, liberty, and love ; 
with a large capacious foul of benevolence, thai 
can footh the affliCled, fuccour the poor, heal 
the fick, inftruft the ignorant, honour the wife, 
reform th^ bad, adore the good, and hug ge* 
nius and virtue to the heart ? 

Mor. Every feature a lie I 

Cbev. Curfe me but I fay the likeneft is at 
leaft as good as yours : and \ aimi fi^rf ^be co- 
louring is infinitely mqr? <|^lightful ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Donald. 

Don. I'ze ganging aboot ^he |)u^nefs of the 
poo^p lafly, ken ye mp ? Gijx ye want me, I'zc 
be back in a blink. , \ 

Mor. Gatgthedevil, if yquwill; fo that you 
do pot tprmei^t me, 

Cbev. Ha, friend Donald 1 Do^i't you knaV 
that I'm of age ? Won't you revel and roar, ,to/ 
boy ? Why do you look fo glun[ip old boi^efty ? 

Don. Troth ye miftake the maitter, ypupg gen- 
tleman : I am an a\;ld go-be|\Y9^en« 

Qbev. Ha, ha, ha I 

C 3 'D^n. 
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• DoH. It's varra true ;. wetch niak^s me urtco 
blate. A helplefs bairn has been caft upo' th6 
vide warld, by a hairtlefs father, and I am a pairt 
o' the caufc. 

Mar. Again, Imp ? 

Cbev. A child deferted by the fother ! 

Don. "ife well may fhew the gogle o' yeer feyn; 

Cbev* Is he poor ? Is he pennylefs ? 

Doni Much theraboot, an I dunna mifs my 
kcii. 

*' Cbev. Bring the child to me! Bring it to ttifei 
old rueful ! Ill be its father 1 I never fathered 
a child in my life, and I long to begin ! 

Don Ye feem truly to hae mair human afFaftion 
than fbme fathers. 

Mor. Begone ! Leave us, Blood-fucker ! Gob- 
lin ! Vampire ! 

• X)i&f. Vas — Vzt gang where I tow'd ye ; and, 
gin I dunna hear o^'her, ye'ze hear b* nie ! [Exit. 

SCENE V. MORDEN'^ tf^^CHEVERIL. 

t^hev. Bring me t^e bkby, Donald ! Zounds 
how it would' delight me to father aH the father- 
lefs children in the world! Poor little dears! I 
flxouJd have a plentiful brood! — And Jo, guar- 
dian^ I want niohey. - ^ 
' M^ -What! To p^urchafe deftruQaon Vhble- 
fale? . ^^ . • ; 
" ■ C6ev: I'ha1re'fiVchiihc(rcd good, " wicked, fpi- 
rited^ famous proje8$ on hand. You have fevcn- 
Veifr' thSiifaiid "pounds bf mine, hard ciilh. I 
. Wnnt.^^'^';- ■ ''" ' 

• afar, -^e^ventieen thoufend plagues 1 
•' 'iCZ^.-'iJWr^;farthinJ5. 

Mor, Your'inoneyi fir, is locked ilp in mort- 
gages. 

•^ -' Cbev. 
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Cbev. Locked up ? Oh, damme, Til unlock 
it. I'll fend honeft Grime to ye; he carries a 
mafter key. 

Mor. Have you no regard to my convenience. 

Chev. I'll pay the premium; and, if you want 
fecurity, you may have mine. J muft have 
money ! '(he world muft hear of me ! I'll be a 
patron, and a fubfcriber, and a colleftor, and an 
amateur, and a connoiffeur, and a dilletanti I 
I'll hunt, ril race, I'll dice; I'll grub, plant, 
plan, and improve ! I'll buy a ftud, fell a forefti 
build a palace, and pull down a chu^rch. [Exit\ 

Mor. Mr. Cheveril !^ — He is flown— ^ Why ay, 
with fpirits equally wild, wanton, and ignorant 
of evil, I began my career. I have now lived 
long enough to difcover that univerfal nature is 
univerfal agony ! O this rejefted Joanna! Mife- 
rable girl ! Well ? Am not I miferable too ? 
Who is not ? — ^The dangers to which fhe niay be 
cxpofed ? The cruelty of utterly abandoning her ? 
never fhall I again be at peace with myfelf ! — 

Lady A. {IVithput) Where is your mafter ? 

Mor. Hark! My wife! She tortures me with 
her filent fufferings and her ftifled fighs. Pafliori, 
bittet reproach, and violent inenace, would be 
infinitely more fupportable. Infh^rt, 1 have not 
deferved her kindnefs, and cannot endure it. 

SCENE VI. ,LadyKvi^u 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent ! Thus does he conti- 
nually (hun me 1 Why then do ^I haunt h^m ? 
Why intrude myfelf upon him ? — Muft this have 
no end? Fond,foolifti heart, thefe aches and 
pains are fruitlefs 1 Sleep in forgetfulnefsj ccaife 
to feel, and be at peace ! 

Mrs. Sar. {IVithQut) I tell you, I can't ftay! 

C4 Lady 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



04 THE DESERTED DAUGHTER ! 

Lady A. The dories, too, with which this kind 
but officious creature torments me— 

SCENE VII. Enter Mrs.^^7.%^%thafttly. 

Mrs. Sar. I've got it, my lady ! Tve got it ! 

Lady A. What is the matter now ? 

Mrs. &^r. Why, Til tell your ladyfhip. A queer 
quandary kind of perfon brought my inafter a 
letter ; which I knew was fufpicious* So my maf- 
ter's coat was all powder ; over here. (Jignifi- 
cantly) How he came by it, I don't know ! 

Lcuiy A. Pftiaw ! Pray don't teaze. me. 

Mrs. Sar. So, my lady, he took it off, and or- 
dered one of the fellows to give it a brufh. So, 
making a pretence, I was clofe at his heels. 

Lady A. At whofe heels ? 

Mrs. Sar. The footman's, my lady. So while 
he was brulhing, he had a wranglation with the 
cook; and turned about to gabble footman's 
gibberilh with Ihe ; fo I, having a hawk's eye, 
twirled my hand behind me ; fo ; and felt in the 
pocket ; and there I found this written letter, 
which I flily flipped under my apron; fo— • 

Lady A. Take a letter out of your matter's 
pocket ? 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady; becaufe, 'being broke 
open, I read the contents, and found that it was 
from one Mrs. Enfield, to appoint an ajfajjination 
between my matter and a young girl. 

Lady A. Give it me ! 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, my lady; I was fure you could 
not but wifti to fee it. 

Lady A. Miftrefs Sarfnet, I Jiave frequentiv 
cautioned you againtt pra£lices like thefe; whicn 
are mean, difhoneft, and pilfering. 

Mrs. Sar. My lady ! 

Lady 
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hady A. To have robbed your niafter of hiar 
money would have been lefs culpable, than to 
fteal from him the knowledge of tranfaftiong 
which, becaufe of their impropriety, he has not 
the courage to avow. 

Mrs. Sar. (Whimperings and with tokens of great 
affeliion) It's very hard, becaufe I can't bear 
your lady — ladylhip's ill ufage, and, and, and 
always feel as if my very ftays were a burfting, 
to fee your, your treatment, time after time- 
that I fliould get myfelf ill, ill, ill-will, becaufe 
1 love you from the very bottom of my heart ! 

Lady A. I have winked at thefe liberties too 
often : I'll fuffer them no longer. 

Mrs. Sar. Very — very well — Since your lady- 
ftiip is fo angry, you may turn, turn, me away, 
if you pleafe, and quite break, break, break my 
heart ! 

Lady A. No: the fault is more than half my 
own : But, from this time, I ferioufly warn yoii 
againft fuch improper, fuch bafe aftions. 

Mrs. Sar. Very— very well, my lady ! I'll be 
deaf, and dumb, and blind i and, when I fee you 
treated worfer than a favage. Til burft twenty 
laces a day, before I'll fpeak a word ! 

Lady A. {fVith great kindnefs) What you have 
done has been affeftionately meant. 1 am forty 
to have given you pain, and to have excited 
your tears. But I muft carneftly defire you will 
commit no more fuch miftakes. They are wrong, 
in themfelves; and every way fatal to my peace. 

Mrs. Sar. {Catching and ktffing her hand) You 
are the tendereft and beft of ladies ! an4 I know 
who is s^n unfeeling brute ! [Both retiring. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. Enier Lzsn ox and Chevekil. 

Lennox. Pray, miftreis Sarfnet, is Mr. Mor- 
dent within ? 

Mrs. Sar. Indeed, fir, I don't know ! {Mutter^ 
ing) Mr. Mordent is a good for nothing chap ! 

[Exit. 

Istn. rU bet you a thoufand, Cheveril, your 
charmer does not equal the girl I have this mo- 
ment left. 

Cbev. Done, for ten thoufand ! 

Len. You would Ibfe. 

Cbev. You never beheld fo peerlefs a beauty ! 

Len. How did you become acquainted with 
her? 

Cbev. We are not yet acquainted ; (Sigbs) and 
I begin to fear we never fliall be. 

Len. Oh, oh ! 

Cbev. I met her three times in the Green Park. 
The firft moment I gazed at her with admiration 
—as foon as Ihe was gone by ! 

Len. Gone by ? 

Cbev. Good manners, you know, would not 
lei me flare her in the face. Such a fliape ! Such 
elegance ! The next time I determined to fpeak 
\o her, and approached as refolutely as Hercules 
to the Hydra. . 

Len. A good fimile for a beauty ! 

Cbev. I had ftudied a fpeech ; but, fomehow^ 
there was fuch.a fweet feverity in her looks-^1 
— -I had not the power to utter a word 1 

Len. Courageous lover I 

Cbev. The third time however, it being a little 
darker, for it was always in the evening, I W3^ 
more undaunted : fo, fully determined to throw 
myfelf at her feet and declare my paffion, up I 
marched ! But, as the devil would have it, ihe 
1 turned 
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lurned and looked me full in the face; and her 
beauty, and — and virtue — and — and modefty, 
Avere fo awful — that my heart funk within me ! 

Left.' Ha, ha, ha ! 

Chev. It is now a fortnight fince; and, though 
1 have walked the Green Park, morning, noOn 
and night every day, I could never once again 
fet eyes on her I Intolerable booby that I was, 
to lofe three fuch precious opportunities ! 

Len. Of making love to a lady's maid ? 

Chev, Oh for one momentary glance, that I 
might give vent to the paffion that devours me ! 

Len. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Chev. What! You think I dare not ? 

Len. Ha, ha, ha! Look you, Cheveril, I 
know you : a lighted match and the mouth of a 
cannon could not cow you like the approach of 
a petticoat. 

Chev. I ! — Afraid of women ? Damme, I don^t 
underftand having my charaQer attacked and 
traduced ! Make a Mafter Jackey of me ? I am 
"a wicked one ! 

Len. Ha, ha, ha ! Wicked ? You are as con*- 
fcientious as a drunken methodift, or as a dying 
inifer ! You are not only afraid of the woman 
but of the fin ! 

Chev. Why, if — No, damme, 'tis not true ! I 
Tiave no mote confcience than yourfelf. 

Len. Me ? I have a deal of confcience. Plea- 
Ture, I own, can tempt me ; but I make no pre- 
tenfions, like you, to fin for the fake of. re- 
putation. 

Chev. Sir ^1 make no fuch pretenfions ! I am, 
indeed, refolved to be a fellow of enteTprize, 
^ith, and foul ; but not by vile rafcally methods. 
Ill loveall the women, and perhaps trick fbme of 
the men; bi^tiiot feduce wives, ruiti daughters, 

and 
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and murder bufbands and fathers. No ! If I 
cannot be wicked without being criminal, 
damme if I do not live and die an honeft dull 
dog ! [ExU. 

SCENE IX* Enler Mordent Jearching bis 
pockets. 

Mor. Curfe the letter — ^It's gone — Carelefs 
booby, 

Lett. What's the matter ? 

Mor. A thoufand to one but it has fallen into 
the hands of lady Anne ! 

Lett. What have you loft ? 

Mor. {Still Jearching.) A damned epiftle, 
from — 

Len. Hem ! 

SCENE X. Enter Lady h^^%. 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent, I am glad to meet with 
you ! 

Mor. Glad ? Is the thing fo difficult ? 

Lady A. I did not fay fo : I meant nothing un- 
kind. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady A. Indeed I did not — I wifh to fpeak 
to you. 

Mor. {^0 Lennox retiring.^ Stay where you are, 
Lennox. What, man, you are in no fear of 
foothing infult ! You are not married. 

Len. I'll return in five minutes. \Exiu 

\Mordent following* 

Lady A. Pray, Mr. Mordent — 

Mor. Pfhaw ! I know I am a bear at the ftake : 
don't fliorten my tether. 

Lady A. I have a paper — {Shewing the letter.) 

Mor. {Returning.) Ay, ay ! I knew it. CprpCj 
begin ! I am prepared.. 

Lady A. 
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hady A. It fell into my hands by the repre- 
henfible but unauthorized curiofity of my wo- 
man. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lady A. Indeed, I have never opened it. 
. Mot. Nor flie either .! 

hady A. Yes ; but that is not my fault. 
- Mor. Yours indeed ? Impoffible ] 

hady A. The heart, which I cannot fecure by 
afieflion, I will not alienate by fufpefting. 

{Returns the letter. 
^ Mtr. Plhaw 1 Meeknefs is but mockery, for- 
bearance infult. 

Lady A How fhall I behave ? Which wav 
frame my words and looks, fo as not to offend ? 
-Would 1 could difcover ? 

Jkfor. You never complain ? You have no 
jealoufy ? 

Lady A. . Indeed^ I have been very obftinately 
blind, 

Mor.'Ky^ ay ! Patieiice on a monument ! 
. Lady A* . Reproach, at leaft, has never efcapcd 
my lips. 

Mar. Ha, ha, ha ! As if lips were the only in- 
ftrumonts of upbraiding I No deep fetched fighs ? 
No pale melancholy glances ? No obvious hiding 
.of the ever ready tear ? 

Lady A. I fear I have been to blame ! Indeed, 
I am forry that my fenfations have been fo acute, 

Mor. You accufe ? You give a hulband pain? 
Infolent fuppofition ! 

, Lady A, I fincerely wifh, my dear, you gave 
no more than I intend to give ! 

Afor. There 1 Did not I fay fo ? Ha, ha, ha I 
You accufe ? 

Lady A. I am wrong! I forgot myfelf ! Pray 

forgive 
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forgive me! Why am I fubjeft to thefe mif- 
iakes ? 

Mor» You are all angel ! 

Lady A. Would I were ! 

Mar. And I all demon ! 

Lady A. Do not, Mr. Mordent, by the dear 
l^ffeftion you once bore — 

Mor. There ! There ! The afFeftion I once 
bore ? 

Lady A. Heavens ! Muft T ever he .fated .to 
wound, Avhen it is moft the wifh of my foul to heal ? 

Mor. Why was the Earl of Oldcteft here, 
this morning ? Why are thefe family coniixlta- 
tions held ? 

Lady A. They are contrary to my wijfh* 

Mor. A feparation, I hear, is the fubjeft of 
them? - . j . . 

Lady A. But not countenanced by me, 

Mor. Pretending in pity to fpare-mc youxfelf, 
they are to be fet upon me !. . . ' 

Lady A. Never! Heaven be my judge,, never! 

Mcr. I am to be fubjefited to their, imperious 
dictates ! .; ♦ 

Lady A. I own they have lately been very 
urgent with me, to return to my father; but, were 
you only kind, their folicitations would be vain 
indeed. Oh ! take pity on yourfelf and me, and 
teach me to regain your loft affeftions ! or, if 
that be too great a bleffing to hope, there is ftill 
one evil, which I would fufFer any otlier torture 
to efcape. Think, if you can, that I no longer 
love I treat me with unkindnefs ; negleft, accufe, 
do any thing — but hate me ! Let me not endure 
that laft ftage of mifery ! But — Oh heavens ! — 
if our former endearments muft end in that, have 
mercy, and retard or conceal it as long as you 
can ! [Exih 

J^or. 
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Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! What are barbs, and (lings, 
and poifoned arrows ? Pitiful inftruments ! Thou, 
triumphant wretchednefs, ufeft thefe butoti fmall 
occafions ; they want pungency I 

SCENE XL £;^/^r Lennox. 

Len. May I come in ? 

Mffr. Ay, ay ! — Now am I ripe for mifchief ! 

Len. You leem put of temper! What has 
happened ? 

Mor. Trifles, trifles ! She has got the letter, 

Len. From whom ? 

Mor. Mrs. Endfields ! ' 
^ Len. Zounds! 

Mor. An invitation to a new fample of beauty, 
Shehas feen it; returned it; has gracioufly for- 
given ; has racked, has driven ^e mad ! 

Len» {Sufpicioujly,) And do you mean to go ? 

Mtnr. {Wildly.) Ay will I ! Since devil 1 -am, 
devil let me be ! It will be fome, though but ^ 
petty vengeance for prying. 

Len. You muft not. 

Mor. {PaJJionatelyJ) Indeed but I will. 

Len. We have long been friends, and fellow- 
finners ; but, in thefe affairs, we have always be- 
haved honourably. 

Mor. What then ? 

Len. I have feen the girl I 

Mor. Where? 

Len. At Enfield's. 

Mor^ Did flie write to you, too ? 

Len. She did. An angel. Mordent ! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Len. An angel ! I am ferioufly and deeply 
fmitten. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! Marry her, and make 
wretchednefs fecure ! 

Ltn. 
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Len. No ; but I am fixed for life. Such ani- 
mation ! Such foul ! The fined creature my eyes 
ever beheld ! 

Mor. ril fee her. 

Len. No ; I cannot confent. 

Mor. Why fo ? I'll aid you to carry her off. 

Len. Are you ferious ? 

Mor. As malice can make me ! The fex have 
been worfe to me than plague, peftilence, and fa- 
mine ! 

Len. And what have you been to them ? 

Mor. No matter : I'll have my revenge ! 

Len. And you will aid me in this bufinefs \ 

Mor. I will, 

Len. Solemnly ? on your word and honour ? 

Mor. I tell you, I will 1 

Len. Why then, fee her you (hall ; but in my 
con^pany, obferve. 

Mor. Ha, ha, hal Right ! anticipate your tor- 
ments ! 

Len. On this condition, I ftiall thank you for 
your affiftance and advice, 

Mcr. Why ay ! Advice! I too, fool that I amt^ 
- knowing the impotence of man to avert mifchief, 
I wifh for advice ! I — (-^J^.) There may be dan- 
ger in telling him ? 

Len. Well? 

Mor. A — A friend of mine has a child ; fup- 
pofc it a — a natural child; that he knows not how 
properly to difpofe of. 

L^n. {Ironical gravity.) A natural child, that he 
knows not how properly to difpofe of ? 

Mor. Yes. 

Len. Could not he fell it to the kidnappers ? 

Mor. Pfhaw! 

Le^. There are honcft overfeers that will take 
it^ fifty pounds down ! 

Mor. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A G O M E D Y. 33 

Mor. Not an infant : twenty years of age. 

Len. Oh ! Then indeed ! There are crimp 
ferjeants ! 

Mor. When I put a ferious queftion, I expe£t 
a ferious anfwer. 

Len. {Indignation.) Serious ! And alk wW a 
man is to do with his child ! 

Mor. Suppofe he fhould have legitimate oflT- 

Len. (Sneer.) Oh^ on ! Legitimate ! Hah I 
Made of other metal ? A different manufafture ? 

Mor. You won't hear ! He provided for her. 

Len. A female, too ? 

Mor. Would have continued to provide, but 
(he rejected his aflxftance* 

Len. How fo ? 

Mor. Unlefs he would fee hftr, embracfc her; 
that is, whine over^ acknowledge her, and bellow 
his bleffing. 

Len. And he refufed ? 

Mor. Why not? Of what benefit are blef* 
fings? Where all is evil, why torment con* 
fcience concerning the mode ? 

Len. He is a monfier ! 

Mor. But, fir, appearances-^ 

Len. Damn appearances. 

Mor. Friends — 

Len. Damn his friends ! 

Mof-. A wife— 

Len. Damn his wife ! Ii6 has friends, appear- 
ances, and a wife ; but he has no heart I 

SCENE Xlt. Enter Dokald in great 
e^itathnn 

Don. She is gone ! She is loft for aye ! Fze 
c*en red wude ! 

D M^r. 
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Mor. {/Iftde to Donald) How now ? Herald of* 
ftialice and mifchief ! 

Don. I canna foregether her! Fair fa' yeer 
hairt ! I'ze ne'er fet eyes o* hermair. 

Mor. Peace, hound ! 

Don. I tell you I wunna ! Mifca' me an ye 
wull, the de'el ma' care ! A father turn his back 
b' his bairn ! 

Len. Oh, ho ! What it was yourfelf, your own 
daughter, you were talking of? 

Don. Gin earth baud her, I'ze hae her yet; 
ay and I'ze gar ye do her recht. {Return.) She 
laft a maffige for ye ! 

Mor. {Anxioujly.) What meflage ? 

Don. Tell him, gin he wunna gi his child 
ane kefs, ane fcrimpet blafling, that child wull 
wark, ftairve and die, ore (he wull Icve like a 
parifh pauper on fcraps and alms. Tell him file 
has a pridefoo' fpirit, that wunna bag, gin Ihc 
canna win : and, gif he fcorn his dochtor, ihc 
fcorns akfapt his chairity. {Go.) 

Len. So you commit crime, and then invent a 
fyftem for its juftification ? Excellent philo- 
fopher! 

Don. (Returning.) Why dunna ye fpier a'ter 
her yeerfal ? Hech ! Waefucks ! Ye dunna ken 
yeer ain bairn ! , 

len. Hoy^i • 

Don. Ye never faw the face o* her, fin Ihe 
hung a wee giglet at the breaft! Weel, weel ! 
Nothing comes more furely tul licht than that 
which is long hidden ! An ill life, an ill end ! 

[Exit. 

Mor. Wolves, tigers, •ferpents were firft 
created, and then man ! 

Len. You are truly a high fellow. Mordent : 
you fpend your fortune, wrong your wife, and 

difown 
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difown your child ! That is, you inflift mifery 
and then tell us all are miferablc. 

Mor. I aft and I am afted upon. The pre- 
cept and the proof go together. 

Len. You are incorrigible! But come; we 
muft about this bufinefs. My heart is deeply 
intereftcd. 

Mor. My affairs are at a crifis ; and, if I augur 
rightly, it will foon be all over with me. 

Len. Hope better. Come ; come with me to 
Enfield's. 

Mor^ I'll meet you there in half an hour. 

Len, Do not fail. I am all impatience. 

[Exif. 

Mor. Juft fo are curs fighting, and thieves in 
the aft of plundering. Man is ever eager on 
mifchief! With what infernal ardor do two 
armies prepare in the morning, to exterminate 
each other before noon ! Are . they not wife ? 
What is it but compreflSng the fum of evil with- 
in an hour, which trembling cowardice would 
protraft through an age ? ^Exif. 



END OF THE SECOND ACT» 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. ^bt tiott/e of MofdenU 
Cheveril end Grims. 

« 

Gheveriu 

You muft let me have the calh direflly. 
Grime. That is impoffible. 

Cbev. I fay, you muft. When I have wants 
and wiflies, nothing fliall be imj^oflible. 

Grime. {Jftde.) What if I were to tell him of 
Joanna ? H^ would pay well. 

Chev. Twelve hours have I been free, and • 
havfe not had a tafte of pleafure yet ! If I do not 
make hafte, I Ihall grow old before I begin! 

Grime, {^yijide.) I fhouldmake him my friend; 
*' peirhaps fhould get him to myfelf, and leave 
•« old Item in the lurch." 'Tis a rare thought ! 

Cbev. Why do you ruminate ? Do you doubt 
me ? 

Grime. Mr. Cheveril ! 

Cbev. Well, fir? 

Grime. Do you love innocence, youth and 
beauty ? 

Cbev. Do I ? 'Sdeath, I am dying for them. 

Grime. I know where they are to be found. 

Cbev. You? 

Grime. The rareft creature ! 

Cbev. Where ? Where ? 

Grime. Such pure white and red ! 

Chiv. Ay! 

Crime. 
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Grime. Suqh moift, ripe, ruddy lips. I 

Chev. 'Sdeath, don't drive pe mad \ TeU ipc 
where j where ? 

Grime. At a certain eonvenienl — . 

Chev. (Dygiifi) Indeed ? No^ no ; I have no 
tafte for beauties of this kind. 

Grime. See her, and then judge. 

Chev. (^fide) Befide, V\\ not be unfaithft^l 
to my angelic incognita of the Green JPa^r^ ! 

Grime. She is a young untutored things 

Cbev. Untutored? 

Grime. (Significantly) That I can affure yoy,. 

Chev. Then depend upon it I'll not be her in- 
ftruftor. How came fhe in fuch a place ? 

Grime. She knows nothing of the place, noy 
in the leaft fufpefts Ihe is, in bad company ! 

Cbev. Poor dear JToul, wha^ r^fcal f(?nt her 
there ? 

Grime. Hem ! Why, that i^ i% it it vi;as. a kind 
of aiCcident. 

Chev. She is not for me* \ want to be a fa^- 
mpjis \yicke4 felloY(, but no^ by enfnaring the 
helplefs. No, damme, that isi no^ i\^t (ru^e 
way. 

Grime. Nay, if you will neither enfnare nor 
accept th^ already en(hared, you mull e*en mairry, 
or ftarve. 

Cbev. TYiz\ is d^amwd; hai;d ! 

Grime. Enfnared fhe will be* 

Chev. Curfe me but fhe fhall not ! 

Grime. What will you do ? 

Chev. Snatch her from, daoger; provide for 
hei^, cherifh her ! 

Grime. Ay, now you fay fomething. 

Chev. ^.p^nds. ! Here haye I beei^ an age in the 
poffefTion of eight thoufand a year, and have not 

D 3 donr 
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done one famous good wicked thing yet I It*s a 
damned fhame ! 

Grime. You will fall in love with her the mo- 
ment you fee her ! 

Cbev. To be fure I (hall ! — No; on recollec- 
tion,! can't love twoat a time. Then if fhe fliould 
tempt me to be wicked ? I mean vicious. I love 
wickednefs, but I hate vice. 'Tis a dirty whirl- 
pool, in which if once a man fet his foot he is 
foon up to his chin. 

Grime. 'Tis in Dover-ftreet. I'll furnifh you 
with an introdudion. 

Cbev. You are abundantly civil. An intro- 
duflion from a ufurer to a — Hem ! I (hall come 
to preferment ! 

Grime. This is the addrefs. (Gives, a card.) 

Cbev. Dover-ftreet 

Grime. Yes : Mrs. Enfield. 

Cbev. {Reads) T^\imhtT'^(R£CoUe£ls)'Sh\oo^\ 
Why do I ftand prating here ? I who have been 
kept fafting from happinefs and pleafure fo long? 
Another day will be over and I fliall not get a 
tafte of pleafure ! (Going.) 

Grime. Nay, I am telling you of a banquet. 

Cbev. Are you ? Why ^then, I have a keen 
appetite, and a moft devouring wifli to fall to : 
fo here goes ! [Exit running. 

SCENE II. Enter Mordent. 

Mor. So, Mr. Grime. 

Grime. Every thing is prepared, Sir : we wail 
your good leifure. 

Mor. You will find Mr. Item in his own 
room. 

Grime. I Ihall attend you there : we can do no 
bufinefs till you come. [£x//. 

Mor. Heigh ho! 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. jE«/i?r Clement. 

Clem. My uncle defires me to inform you. 
Sir, that he has e;i^amined the 4eed, and it is 
ready for f^gning. 
Mor. I am coming. 

Clem' Had I but any influence with you, Sir, 
^ I would in^treat, I would conjure you not to ex- 
ecute it. 

Mor. Why? 

Clem. A fuddcn demand may be made, by the 
firft mortgagee; you may he unprovided for 
payment; equity of redemption will be for- 
feited; he will foreclofe, and the eftate will be 
bis at a valuation made fifty year$ ago, at lefs 
than half its prefent worth. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 'Twill become his incum- 
brance, as it has been mine. 

Clem. Money lenders negleft no advantage. 
Mor. And as for confcience or* honour — 
Clem. Some of them I am afraid, Sir, have 
very little of either. 

Mor. 'Tis in the order of things. Your uncle 
indeed is a man of integrity ; he knows them to 
be rogues, and warns me of them. 

Clem. Sir, he — I— He may be a miftaken man, 
like others. I once again conjure you. Sir, to 
.re-confider the confequence. It is. a very feri- 
ous affair. 

Mor. Mr. Clement you are young : You che- 
rifh the fond hope of alleviating mifery. Ah ! 

Clem. Sir, I — My fituation is a painful one, 
but every feeling of honefly and duty compel 
me to inform you that, when once you have 
figned this deea, you will be wholly in the grafp 
of mercenary men, who will pay no refpeft to 
former profits, the benefits they have received, 
D 4 ©r 
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or the feelings and diftreflcs of him by whom 
they have acquired wealthy power, and pride. 

[Exit. 
Mor. Th nephew and the uncle, poor fools, 
have the misfortune to be honeft. Grime, fly 
villain, is more cunning, and will not forfeit 
his hope of xutting evil fliort at the gallows. 
The deed muft be (igned ; for the money muft 
be had. Yet thefe cautionings do. but ftrengthen 
an averfion whi^h, in fpite of neceflity, I have 
always felt againft this laft ad of defpair. 

SCENi: IV. Enter Item. 

Mor. Mr. Item, you are right : this mortgag 
is a damned affair. Delay is dangerous ; thought 
is vain ; yet I am inclined to think again, before 
1 fign. 

Item. By all means. Sir! I like t;hat! I ap- 
prove that ! A8: with your eyes open ! Take no 
rafh {lep ! Tis what I always fay— but mine is 
a thanklefs office. Like other otficious fools, I 
can give counfel, but no, help. I am forry to 
tell you, here is the upholfterer below, who is 
very infolent, and declares, if he be not paid 
immediately, he will have an execution in the 
houfe before night. 

Mor. Scoundrel ! — Could not you put him off 
for a week ? 

Item. He has been put off too often. 

Mor. Are there no means by which you might 
advance me that fum yourfelf ? 

Item. Oh, that I could 1 It would make m^ 
the happieft man on earth ! 

Mor. Affefiionate foul ! 

Item. Riches would now indeed be welcome ! 

Mor. (Sevfibtlity) Mr. Item, you make me as 
great a fool as yourfelf. 

Item. 
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Item. ^ s to the deed, again and again I warn 
you not to fign it. 

Mou Then I will not. Ruin and wretched, 
nefs are certain j but the mode of being wretched 
is in my own choice, and I will not. 

Item. Yet, what the devil I Ihall fay to all 
your other tradefmen I don't know ! They are. 
every man of them as clamorous as the uphol- 
fterer. I don't believe one of them will wait 
two days, 

Mor. Was ever man fo peftered ? 

Item. Here too is a long account that I have 
juft received from your groom at Newmarket ; 
who fays he fball foon want even a whifp of hay. 
For my part, I have not a guinea in hand ! I 
wilh I had ! Then the impatience of Cheveril ? 
And what the malignant, damned world will fay 
of the defalcation of a guardian there is no fore- 
feeing ! " Mine is a painful tafk ; for I cannot 
** honeftly difcharge my confcience, without 
*' Ihewing you both fides of the pifturc.*' 

Mor. *' Ay, Ay ! Be faithful ; follow nature ; 
*^ daub in the dark fhades 1" 

Item. Sign you muft not! 

Mor. At lead I will take an hour or two to 
think of it. Misfortune, difgrace, and ap- 
proaching infamy fit mocking at me, and I fhall 
foon attain the acme of mifery. \_Kxit. 

Item. (Sneer) Ha, ha, ha! You won't fign ? 
Indeed, moody mafter of mme ! Ha? But 1 will 
fend thofe about your ears that will prefently 
make you ! [£xi/ 

SCENE V, The Street. Cheveril. 

Cbev. This is the ftreet. It muft be fome- 
where hereabout. What a fatiguing affair plea- 
fure hunting is! Oh that I could once more meet 

my 
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my lovely angel ; my Green Park Deity ! (Ex* 
amines bis card) This is the number. 

SCENE VI. Znter Lennox from Mrs.^Eu- 
field's Door^ 

Cbev. Heydey! Lennox? 

Len. Cheveril ? 

Chev. Coming from — ? You \ Who preach re- 
frnement of purfuit, and delicacy of enjoyment ? 

Len. Oh ! We preach one thing, we prafticc 
another. Befide, were you but to fee her ! 

Cbev. Her ! who ? 

Len. The girl I told you of— The divined 
creature — ! 

Cbev. What, here ? 

Len. I am all flame ! 

Cbev, Inthishoufe? 

Len. Yes : but Ihe Ihall not remain there half 
an hour. I am going to prepare every thing. I 
am determined to fecure her — . 

Cbev, (Afide) Honeft Grime has given him 
an introduBion too. 

Len. Hufh ! (Joanna tbrozvs up tbe fajhj andap^ 
fears for a moment at tbe window.) There (he is,! 
(Points.) 

Cbev. Where ? I fee nobody, 

Len. Ah, Ihe's gone again. 

Cbev. Oh, but I'll ( Preparing for a run.) 

Len. (Seizing his ar?n) Where are you. going ? 

Cbev. To leap through the window ! 

Len. No, Cheveril ; that inuft not be. 

Cbev. Why not ? 

Len. She is mine^ 

Cbev. Yours ? 

Len. I have bought an exclufive right to her : 
paid a hundred pounds down. 

CbeVf Pooh. 

Len^ 
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ten. I tell you fli« is, and fhall be mine 

Chev. Well, well} if fo-*rG^/«^.) 

ten. (Preventing him) Come with me I 

Chev. No ; I can't. 

Len. Why not? 

Chev. This is my way. 

Len. Nay, but — 

Chev. Goodbye! \^E9cit running. 

Len. Zounds, my damned blabbing tongue ! 
[Looking after him) There he flies, the whirligig ! 
Ah ! he is out of fight, and all is fafe. I muft 
have Mordent's affiftance. Where the devil 
does he loiter ? {Looks wift fully at the window) 
ril foQn be bacl^ though, for fear of accidents. 

SCENE VIL .The Houfe of Mrs. Enfield. 

Mrs. En. (Calling) Betty ! 

Betty. {fVithout) Ma am. 

Mrs. En. Who is it that bounced through the 
back door in fuch hafte ? 

Betty. {^Enters) I don't know ma'am : a young 
—Hem ! [^Exit. 

Enter Cheveril. 

Chev. I am here, fafe': I have tricked him ! 
Your humble fervant. Madam. Your name 
is——? 

Mrs. Enfield^ at your fervice, Sir. 

Chev. You keep a modilh magazine, I 

think? 

Mrs. En. Magazine! 

Chev. Of ready -made beauty ? 

Mrs. En. Well; Sir ? 

Chev. Your acquaintance, honeft Mr. Grime, 
Informed me you have a fample of a fine fort. 

Mrs. En. Ah, Yoq are tqo late ! 

I Chev. 
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Cbev. My friend Lennox has paid you omc 
hundred pounds. Don't ftare; 1 know the whole. 
Bring me to the lady, and, if I like her— 

Mrs. En. 1 am very forry, fir, but I ca^nnot : 
my honour won't let me. 

Chev. Prodigious virtue ! Come, come ! Len- 
nox is cunning forty ; I am foolifh one and 
twenty. He is too old to be a lavifti paymafter. 

Mrs. En. Ah, fir, that is your mikake! He is 
too young! He will pay better as l?e grows 
older. 

Chev. I have eight thoufand a year, and am 
determined to be a — a— a — wicked dog. 

Mrs. En. Ah, lord love you ! 

Cbev. So fee her I muft. This is my proof, 

[Shewing a Bank bill. 

Mrs. En. As Mr. Lennox is your friend, per- 
haps you have his permiffion? 

Chev. Permiffion? Oh, yes— No! I'll be' 
wicked but not unprincipled; I won't lie! That 
is a paltry fcoundrel vice ; no foul in it. Look 
you, if that fum will not content you, (ell me 
what will ? 

Mrs. En. Why, fir, you are fuch a handfome, 
charming, pleafant young gentleman, that — if 
you could {pare mc anathcr fuch— ? 

Chev. To fettle accounts with your honour. 
Well, there. 

Mrs. En. Obfervc, fir — it \% only a fhart con* 
verfation, 

Chev. Nothing more. 

Mrs. En. No injury to Mr. Lennox ? 

Cbev. Never fear. 

Mrs. En. But you muft be wa]ry • young as flie 
is, I never faw fo cute a one 1 

Chev. Never fear, I tell you! I underftand 
fuch aflPairs ; or foon (hall do at leaft. I'm a 

young 
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young beginner, but a devililh apt fcholar ! 

[Exit Mrs. Enfield. 
Now if (he be worth carrying ofF, and I could 
out-wit Lennox ! I ! Oh ! I mould eftablifh my 
charafier, for fpirit, foul, and intrepidity for 
ever ! I'll not be out of countenance. No, 
damme, I am determirted ! TU — ril fpeak, and 
to the purpofe too! Til be a damned forward, 
prating, impudent, wicked, dog ! 

SCENE VIII. Enter Mrs. Enfield, leading 
Joanna, wko follvws reluSlantly. Ch e v e a i l 
turns bis back and tries to ajfume courage. 

Joanna. Really, madam- 
Mrs. En. Ahv my lamb, pray oblige me ! He 
is one of my kindeit, bed ftiends, 

Joanna. What then ? 

Mrs. En. You are fo fweet a cherub ! I muft 
procure my friends the pleafure of your ac- 
quaintance ! Ah ! There's a dove ! There's a 
beauty! — Dear! I forgot my knotting! I will 
be back in a moment. [Exit. 

Chev. {^Not daring to look at Joanna^ calls) Mrs. 
Enfield!— She is gone!— I Ihould have felt bold- 
er, had {he been prefent. 

Joanna. It is very ftrange ! 

Chev. What does fhe fay ? 
• Joanna. Firft one man, and theh another 1 

Cbev. {Liftening) Hay ? Hem ! 

Joanna. Her friends too are all men ! 

Chev. Where the devil now is all my impu^ 
dence flown ? 

Joanna. But file is fo kind, fo winning, that I 
have not the power to deny. 

Cbev. If I could but turn round — One plunge 
and it would be o\€t ! \Turns by degrees. 

Ma — ! Heavens ! [Stands ajlonijhed. 

Chrij. 
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Joama. {Aftde) Mercy ! It is he ! 

Cbev. (Afide) The very beauty of the Green 
Park! 

Joanna. (Sighs) I had almoft hoped never to 
have feen him more ! 

Cbev. {Afide) This is the luckiell — Lucky ? 
To find her here ? 

Joanna. {AJide) I have thought of him much 
too often! 

Cbev. {Afide) A creature fo divine! Looks of 
fuch confcious modefty ! And in this place? 

Joanna. Sir — 

Lbev. Madam — I4fide) O that I might but 
touch her lips ! 

Joanna. Mrs. Enfield informs me you are one 
of ner beft friends. 

Cbev. Me, madam ? 

Joanna. Yes, fir. 

Cbev. Why-That \s^{4ftde) No : Til not de- 
ceive her ! {Jloud) I — I never faw Mrs. Enfield 
before in my life. 

Joanna.. Never — ? 

Cbev. Never. And I don't care if I never fee 
her again. 

Joanna. Blefs mc ! 

Cbev. Very true, madam. And I — 

Joanna. {Calling) Mrs. Enfield I 

Cbev. Stop, madam! — Pardon my prefump- 
tion, but — I — you — you have fo much beauty 
and modefty — and merit — and — I am fuch ^ 
faltering — baftiful booby— that, if you leave mc 
— I ftiall run mad ! 

Joanna. Mad, fir? 

Cbev. Upon my foul I fhall, madam ! I can't 
help it ! I never was fo enchanted, enraptured, 
and ravifhed in all my life ! And I am very 
forry to find you — 

Joanna. 
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Joanna. Sorry to find me ? 

Cbev. No, no, no, madam ! Glad to find you' 
Infinitely glad; but not in this houfe ! 

Joanna. And why, fir? 

Cbev. I was frantic to think I had loft you ? 

Joanna, How fo, fir ? We are not acquainted ? 

Cbev. I am forry for it, madam ! — B — b — but 
Ihope we (hall be. 1 have been a very Bedla- 
mite ! I could neither eat, drink, nor fleep ! — 
I have dreamed of you every night ! You have 
been in my head, in my heart, in my arm^— ! 

Joanna. Your arms, fir ? 

Chev, Oh lord, no, madam ! No , no ! — I— 
I am talking in my fleep now. I mean — That is 
— 1 would not offend you, madam, no, not for 
ten thoufand thrones ! Though to find you here 
is the greateft torment— ! 

Joanna. Torment? 

Cbev. B-^b~blifs! I— ^I— I would fay blifs, 
madam! Blifs ineffable ' And if — ^you would but 
leave this wicked place — 

Joanna. I do not underftand you, fir ! 

Cbev. Purity of heart is the chara£leriftic 
of your countenance : I am fure you are inno- 
cent; or, if not, 1 would give worlds that you 
were ! 

Joanna. This, fir, is the firft time we ever 
fpoke together : what have you heard or feen of 
me that ftiould authorize you to doubt? 

Cbev. Nothing, madam ! On my foul, nothing! 
Every motion, word and look, fpeak virtue 
void of blemifh ! I would lay down my life 
to prove it, and to refcue you from this bad 
woman ! 

Joanna. From Mrs. Enfield ? 

Cbev. An odious, vile — ! 

Joanna. 
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Jadnna. You make me half fufpcft you arfe as 
frantic as you defcribe yourfclf ! She is the moft 
benevolent of women ! 

Chev. Forgive me if I appear intruding; in-, 
deed my intention is good; but, how long havei 
you been in this houfe ? 

Joanna. Not four hours. 

Cbev^ And how long acqiiaititeci with this wo^ 
man? 

Joanha. To-day was the firft time I ever faw 
her. 

Chev. {In raptures) She's innocent ! She's in- 



noceht! 



Mot. {fVithout) I tell yoti, I Will fee her! 

Cht^. {Alarmed) '^di^2X\i\ I hear my guardian? 
. Mor. Lennox will be here prefiSntly. 

Chev. (Looking round) I muft hot be feen, but 
for heaven's fake let me fpeak to you once more I 
IRetifes into a dofet^from wbkb be occafionalif looks. 

SCENE IX. Enter Mordent^ 

Mor. (Sur'^eys Joanna) Your humble fervant^ 
madattii (-4y?^^) She is indeed beiautifiil! 

Joanna. {AJide) This is the miah of the per* 
trait ! 

Mor. You ari^ acquainted, I believe, with my 
friend, Mr. Lennox ? 

Joanna. I, fir ? Not to my knowledge. 

Mor. Did he hot conVerfe with you this morti* 
ing? 

Joanfia. I haVe conVerfed with two gentlemeh 
this morning : you are the third. 

Mor. (Afide) Lovely Creature ! Can flie too be 
an inftrument of malevolence ? {Aloud) I mean 'a 
fair gentleman, about forty. 

Joanna. Well, fir; what of him ? 

Mor. Did he— not make propofals ? 

Joannd. 
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Joanna. Tome? Propofals? 

Mor. Ay, madam; on the common fubjeft, 
the promoting of ill ? 

Joanna. You fpeak riddles. He talked idly, 
and perhaps was more unprincipied and infulting 
than I fuppofed ! 

Mor. (Aftde) By heavens, (he is an innocent ! 
Nay her countenance would half perfuade me 
there are beings capable of happinefs ! 

Chev. (From the clofet) Zounds ! He looks as 
if he too would fall in love with her ! 

Mor* Pardon my intrufion, madam : I am a 
ftranger to you, but — 

Joanna. Not entirely. 

Mor. Not! 

Joanna. I have been ftudying you all the 
morning. 

Mor. Me ? — ^You never faw me before ! 

Joanna. Yes, I have. 

Mor. When? Where? 

Joanna. (^Pointing to the piffure) Here —In ef- 
figy. 

Cbev. What are they about ? 

Mor. My portrait ? (Afide) How dare the old 
beldam hang it up in her houfe ? 

Joanna. It fpeaks volumes : yet not fo much 
as the original* 

Chev. Oh that I could hear them ! 

Mor. Indeed ! And what does it fay, madam ? 
If it fpeak good, it lies. 

Joanna. Either it indicates falfely or you have 
flattered, promifed, deceived, and betrayed. 

Mor. (Afide) Aftonifliing !— Who ? 

Joanna. More poor girls than one! 

Mor. {Afide) Her eyes penetrate to the heart !- 
^^Aloud) Evil is every where>j therefore in me. 

Chev. How flie gazes at him ! S'death ! 

E Joanna. 
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Joanna. There is a mixture; traits that ftrug- 
gle to be juft and good; occafional marks of 
virtue, but more of moody remorfe. 

Mor. {Afide) Is this real? — You judge and 
fpeak freely, madam* I applaud your fincerity. 

Joanna. What fhould I fear? Befide, you have 
not the features of revenge, 

Mor. {Afide) Her underftanding and difccrn* 
ment furpafs her beauty. 

Cbev. Will they never have done ? 

Joanna. This eye ! How often muft it have 
affumed the fame deceiving form and meaning, 
to have impreffed thefe deep lines of artful fe- 
duftion ! How frequently muft health, wealth, 
and principle have been facrificed, to gratify dif- 
honeft paffions ! 

Mor. {Afide) Amazing! So young too! 

Joanna. You are an unhappy man : for you 
have not the apathy of folly ; you have a fenfe, 
a feeling of what you have done. 

Cbev. I fhall go mad ! 

Mor. I have never had faith in forcery \ Is it 
your profeflion ? 

Joanna. I have net profeflion. I am nobody; 
the child of nobody ; a branch lopped off and 
caft away ; that might have grown, but that could 
find no root. Misfortune and an aftive fpirit, 
ftruggling to fhake off oppreflion, have quicken- 
ed me a little. Other than this I am but a fimple 
girl; and my whole art is to note what I fee^ 
and to fpeak what I think. 

Mor.. Whoever you are, come but with me, 
nnd, uhile I have amorfel, a home, or a. heart, 
j^ou flirdl fliare them ! 

""' ^" {Runs forward) Damme if fhc fliallf 
Why, Mr— ! 
She fhall have my morfel, my home, and 



i 
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^Mor. You in this houfe, fir ? 

Cbev. Nay, fir, you in this houfe, fir ? Ma* 
dam, put no faith in him ! You are very right, 
he is a feducerj I love you, heart, body, and 
foul! rU offer you no wrong ! Every proof that 
the moft ardent, pureft paffion can give, feel, or 
imagine, Ihall be yours! 

Joanna. This houfe! This houfe ! What is it 
you mean, gentlemen ? Is there contamination 
in this houfe ? 

Chev. Vile ! Deteftable ! A place of intrigue ! 

Joanna. Heavens! \Exit precipitately. 

Mor. (Prefvents Cheveril from, pajjing,) How 
came I, fir, to find you here ? 

Chev. Zounds, fir, how came I to find yoa 
here? 

SCENE X. Enter Mrs. Enfield. 

Mrs. En. What have you done, gentlemen, 
to alarm the young creature in this manner? A 
little more and flie had efcaped us all ! 

Mor. Hark you, Mrs. Enfield. At your pe- 
. ril, keep her fafe and free from infult till my re- 
turn! [^Exit. 

Chev. Infult ! If you breathe impurity in her 
prefence. 111 make a general maffacre! Let any 
one take her away, fpeak to her, or even look 
at her, while I am gone, and I'll grind you all to 
powder! {Goes and baftily returns) Here! Here 
are all the bills I have 1 Til be back in five mi- 
nutes! keep her fafe and 111 give you a thoufand 
pounds ! My name is Cheveril : ten thoufand ! 
(Reiurns) Cheveril, I fay, my whole eftate! 

[Exif. 
^ Mrs. En. But, fir? fir! {Exil. 

E2 ACT 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. rbe Hou/e of Mordent. 
Item enraged and Grime determined. 

Grime. 

ONCE for all, Mr. Item, it will not do! So 
be of a fweet temper. 

Item. Why you grumbling old bockhead, what 
would you have? May you not thank me for 
every fhilling you are worth in the world? 

Grime. Don't tell me Mr. Item ! I am but your 
fcavenger, and you put me to a deal of dirty 
work. 

Item. Here's gratitude ! Why, Mr. Grime? 

Gri7ne. Well, Mr. Item! 

Item. Did I not firft find you in a miferable 
garret, in Full.wood's Rents, where you were 
ftarving in rags and wretchednefs ? 

Grime. Well ! 

Item. Did I not take you to Monmouth- 
Street, make you caft your beggar'§ fkin, tranf- 
form you into fomething almoft human, hire you 
apartments in the Temple, and pafs you on ^ly 
matter for a rich ufurer, a damned rogue ? 

Grime. Very true. But you would not let me 
aft my part ! You took care to be the damned 
rogue yourfelf ! 

Item. Have I not trufted you, tutored you, 
taught you your trade, and furnilhed the tools ? 

Crime. 
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€Hme. What then ? 

lum. And dlo you pretend to bargainj wranglcj 
and prefcribe terms to me ? 

Grime. Yes : I do. 

Item. You do? 

Grime. I do. Help yourfelf how you can. 

Item. Here's a villain ! ^ 

Grime. You' tutored me, you know; you 
taught me my trade, and furnilhed the tools. 

Jiem. You viper ! Sting the bofom that foftcred 
you? 

Grime. 1 follow your own example ; Mr, Mor- 
dent foftered you ? There's morality in it. 

Item. Oh, damn your morality ! 

Grime. Be of a fweet temper ! Time was I was 
your Have; you are now mine. 

Item. Oh, the rafcal ! 

Grime. I am too deep in your fccrets for you 
to dare difcard me ; fo, Til have my Ihare. 

Item. Your — ? 

Grime. Ay, my! — My full fiiajre- Sp be fweet 
tempered. 

Jtem. And who is to find the money ? 

Grime. You. 

Item. And who is to run the rifle ? 

Grime. You. 

Item. And who i$ to be profecuted £6r ufury 
and coUufion, 

Grime. Call perhaps for perjury, whipped, 
imprifoned, and put in the pillory-- You 

Item. And you to run away with half the pro- 
fits.? 

Grime. Yes. 

Item. Here'5 juftice! Oh, what a damned 
world do we live in ! 

' Grime. Your fortune is made ; you muft now 
tiek) to make mine. 

S 3 SCENE 
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SCENE IL Enter Dos ALD unperceived.' ' 

' Tuni.' H<2re'i5 a villain ! 

Grime. You muft, dr I tell. 

Item. What will you tell ? 

Grime. All !— All the ufurious tricks you have 
praftifed on Moident: the arts by which you 
have cheated him of his eftates, pretending th^t I 
am the man ; your intention to foreclofe ; ypu^r 
jiegleft in not paying yourfelf intereft, purpofely 
to rob according to law ; your plots to ruin ChQ- 
veril; all, all! 
/ Item. You will tell all this?' 

Grime. I will. 

Itpn. Why you fiend ! You fuperlative villain ! 
You cut-throat ! 

Grime. (Seeing Donald.) Kcm I . IP^^A* 

Don. What, the hornie de'el do ye Hop at? 
What gars ye fwither? Tze baud my ^Vhi^ht} 
Yeer confabulation is dnfco entertaining! 

Item. . Al^ ! good Mr. Donald ! Here is my 
old frienfl, Mr. Grime, has, has— (4/?^^^^ Grime.) 
[You fee what your villainy has done !] (Aloud.) 
He is a go6d-natured foul, as you know, [Scoun- 
drel !] and he— I— I— 

Don. Ye! — Yas; ye*er a fweet nut, gin, ye 
war well crackt. 

Item. I, 1, 1 was bantering him : trying to, to — 
[Villain !] but nothing can put him in a paffion! 
[Oh, ciirfe you !] Nothing ! 

Don. The fient ! Wow { But ye'er a pauky 
Gilligapus! 

Item. Perhaps you want our good I^after, Mi^. 
Donald ? 

Don. Aiblins yeer right,' auld Clootie, 

Item. He is gone out. Nothing but s^ joke, 
Mr. Donald ; nothing elf^. ' 

DoH^ 
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Don. (Clenching bisjifl.') Noo could I gi* him 
fie an a gowf o' the haffet ! 

Item. Can I, can my dear friend) Mr. Grime 
[Oh, you thief !] do you any lervice ? . 

Don. Haud yeer blether, mon ! 

Item. Can we oblige you any way in the 
world ? 

Don. Yas. 

Item. {Fawning.) How ? How ? 

Don. Tak compaiffion o' the booels o* yeer 
brother, Jack Ketch, and be yeer ain hangman! 

[Exit. 
SCENE III. Itiu and GKm%. 

Item. There villain ! You fee what you have 
done ! 

Grime. Is it my fault ? I tell you again, you 
had better be fweet tempered. I Ihall fay no 
more : you know my mind. {Going.) 

Item. {AJide.) Oh that I could poifon him! 
(Aloud.) Mn Grime I Mr. Grime ! 

Grime. Well, Mr. Item ? 

Item. This quarreling is very foolifh* 

Grime. Oh, ho ! 

Jtem. We are neceffary to each other. 

Grime. I know it. 

Item. Your hand ? 

Grime. There. 

Item. We are friends; ? 

Grime. If you pleafe. 

Item. Well, well— (Jyf^^.) Damn him! Howl 
hate the dog ! — Concerning this Berklhire mort- 
gage— 

Grime. Ay? 

Item. You (hall have twenty per cent, on the 
premium. 

Crime. That won't do ! 

£4 Item. 
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iJf^ai. Thirty! 

Grime. It won't do ! Half! The full half! 

Item. (A/!de.) Hell take him !~Well, well, 
my dear Grime, the half be it. 

Grime. Together with my moiety of the thou- 
fand, given with Joanna. 

Iiem. Your—? Hem! (Sighs.) You fliall j 
you Ihall. Are your fatisfied i 

Grime. On thefe conditions. 

lUm. Where is the deed ? 

Grime. In that bag. 

//W. Mordent is coming. I know he will, for 
I know he (hall, iign. But that is not alh 

Grime f What more ? 

Item. This damned Scotchman will afluredly 
betray us to him ; and Lady Anne's jointure pre- 
vents his being fo entirely deftitute, and power- 
lefs, as is neceffary, 

Grime. But how is that to be helped ? 

liem. Eafily enough. You muft convey in- 
formation, to her father and relations, that he has 
a daughter. 

Grime. Nay, but— 

Item. Huih ! Here he comes ! I will give you 
my reafons and inftruftions when wc are alone. 
Where is the deed ? 

Grime. HerCy ready. Hem I 

SCENE IV, Enter US'. MoKDtur. 

Mor. {Anger.) What is the meaning, Mr. Item, 
that I fee that upholfterer, and two other ill 
looking followers with him below ? 

Item. Nay, why afk me ? Why knit your brows 
at me ? Can I coin ? 

Mor. Excufe me ! I am a hunted bull, and 
butt at friends and foes ! 

Item. 
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Item. The infolent fellow infiftcd on taking 
poffeflion ; fo, thinking you would not wilh Lady 
Anne to know, I prevailed on him and the officer 
to remain in the hall, till I could fpeak to you. 
If I have done amifs, Ihew me in what. 

Mor. No, no. I know your zeal. Why will 
you not advance two thoufand pounds, for that 
and other immediate purpofes, and delay figning, 
Mr. Grime ? I afk only a day ! 

Bern. Ay, Mr. Grime, why will you not ? 

Grime. [iVitb great gravity.) Impoffible ! 

Item. Don't tell me ! Impoffible, indeed ! You 
'ought to confent ; it is your duty : nay, you 
fliall confent ! 

Grime. I cannot. Muft have fecurity. 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Villain! — ^Where is the 
deed ? 

Item. So you will not, Mr. Grime ? You will 
not ? 

Grime. I wi(h I could! But I am myfelf a bor- 
rower : the money is not my own. 

Item. Hem! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Damn your rafcal hypo- 
crify ! Give me the pen ! 

Item. {Holding his arm.) Why you will not fign, 
fir! Will you? 

Mor. Peace, fool ! Cannot you fee a wretch on 
the wheel but that your bones too muft ach ? 

Item, {fitting him: he jfigns.) Ah! It is al- 
ways thus ! 1 may advife, but my advice is never 
followed ! 

- Mor. (Seals) " I deliver this as my aft and 
deed.'* Here, implement of hell ! I know your 
thirft, blood hound! 'Tis ready mixed deftruq-^' 
tion : take, quaff, and burft ! Begone ! 

Item. (^Seizing the deed.) Come, fir! My good 
matter has fufficient reafon to be angry with you ! 

It 
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It was very unfriendly, fir, ta refufe. You teach 
Mr. Mordent what he has to cxpeft. {Afide.) 
All is now fecure ! [Eseuni Item and GRiMii. 

SCENE V, Enter DoiiALjy^ looking earneJUy 
after them. 

Don. Ha' ye figned ? — Ha' ye figned ? 

Mor. Aflc no queftions — Yes. 

Bon. Weel, well ! — Stark deed has nae re- 
meed!— Twa wolves may worry ane fheep — ^I 
kam to tal ye that yeer glib gabbit fteward, and 
bis compeer, Grime, are too fcoondrels. . 

Mor. Pfhaw! Fool! 

Don. I tal ye, they are twa damned villains ! 

Mor. Grime, fellow ! Grime ! A paltry, gold- 
loving, ravenous rafcal ! But Item r— a worthy 
man! 

Don. He wordy ? That fient ? Marcy o' my 
foul ! He is the prime cock deel o' the blackeft 
pit o* hell ! The malifon curfe catch 'em aw ! 'Tis 
nae ftick and flow fax minutes fin I beard aw 
their murguUied gab ! 

Mor. Hc^r ? 

Don. Yas ! hear! 

Mor. What did you hear? 

Don. Item himfal confefs that he had flethered 
ye of aw yeer eftates ; that Grime is nae mair but 
his flunkie ; that it is his intantion to foreclofe j 
that he has wilfully neglafted to pay himfal in- 
tereft, for that he may claw ye according tul law ; 
that there ha' been (ham deeds ; and that a plot 
is laid to felch maifter Cheveril of aw his walth. 

Mor, {Convulftve laughter.) Ha, ha, ha! Yoi| 
heard all this ? 

Don. Wi' my ain cars ! 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! Item? Are you fure you 
heard this precious mifchief? 

Don. When did Donald tall ye a lie ? 

Mor. 
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Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! Item ? I am glad on't ! 'Ti* 
right! 'Tis confiftent ! 'Tis delightful ! Ha, ha, 
ha! Abraham's rejefted prayer ; not ope honeft 
man. Ha; ha, ha ! 

Don. Hoot awa 1 Nae oneft ? Nor ye nor the 
black clawed Lucifer himfal canna deny but that 
Donald is oneft. 

Mor. Item ? Ha, ha, ha ! Ineftimable villain ! 
— And I too ? Thought him juft and good ! Qh, 
Gull ! Gull ! Gull ! Ha, ha, ha ! {^Recolle£ling.) 
Tell Mr. Clement I wilh to (peak with him. 

Bmf Noo the fteed is ftolen, ye wad fteck the 
door. [£x/<r. 

Mor. {Convulfed anguijh ) Oh the iharp fanged 
wolf! Ha, hit, ha! 

SCENE VI. £;^/irr Lennox. 

hen. Mordent ! How now ? How you look ! 

Mor. I am an afs ! A moft ineffable afs ! 

hen. What is the matter ? 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha ! 'Tis proved upon me ! 

"Len. Your mirth is of a ftrange kind ! 

Mor. The man whom I have trufted through, 
life, ha, ha, ha ! he whofe rigid honefty — do you 
mark me ? ba, ha, ha ! honefty ! 

Len. Well? 

Mor. Ha, ha, h?t! whofe honefty made me 
fometimes doubt the truth of the felf- evident 
fyftem of evil, ha, ha \ he's a rafcal ! A double 
leaguied hell dog ! 

Len. Your ft e ward ? 

Mor. Item ! A deep damnable thorough-paced 
villain ; that can bully, cajole and curie, fawn, 
flatter and filch, ha, ha, ha ! 

hen. Be patient. 

Mor. Oh I am delighted, ha, ha, ha ! 

hen* 
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Len. Be calm. You knew yourfelf to be in 
the power of a villain, and 'tis little matter whe'- 
ther-his name be Grime or Item. 

Mcr. How ? Ha, ha, ha ! In a world of raf- 
cality, are not two rafcals better than one ? 

Len. Nay but attend to me. 1 want your help 
inftantly, in Dover-ftreet. 

Mor. (Pau/e.) Dover-ftreet ? 

Len. Yes. 

Mor. (Recolleliing.) It muft not be. 

Len. Ahey ! What's the freak now ? 

Mon {fVildly.) You can have no help (rf 
Quine. 
- Len. {Angry,') Indeed but I muft ! 

Mor. {Earneji rapidity.) I would not commit 
an injury on that girl for worlds. 

Len. [Anger increafing.) Why what confcien-^ 
tious mummery is this ? You negleft your own 
child, and pretend to intereft yourfelf for a ftran- 
ger! 

Mor. If the ftranger be an angel of light, a be- 
neficent being, why not ? 

Len. Beneficent ! What, in this fyftem of 
evil ? 

Mor. An exception to the rule ! A rare ex- 
ception ? 

Len. Like Item ? 

Mor. Pfliaw ! Hell ! 

Len. And may not your deferted daughter be 
equally an angel ? 

Mor. {mid terror.) MayJhe? Iffhelhould— 
ril have no concern in the ruin of that girl ! 

Len. {Confirmed Jufpicion and anger.) Hark you, 
Mordent, you are plotting. 

Mor. I? 

Len. No diftrefs can cure you of your old pro>- 
penfities. You mean to trick me of her. 

Mor. 
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Mcr* Ha, ha! 

Len. 'Tis evident. Do you not affirm (he 
cannot remain innocent, in the houfe into 
which fhe is decoyed ? 

Mor. {Cooling yet perturbed) Granted. 

Len. Marriage excepted, which would be mad- 
ncfs, am I a man to treat her vilely ? 

Mor. Not worfe than the malignity of fate 
ordains. 

Len. Pooh! Cant! Cheveril, in the fervor 
of youth, is lunatic enough rather to marry than 
lole her. 

Mor. Ay, ay ; he is horn mad to begin his 
career of wretchednefs. 

Len. And you his guardian, from pretended 
pity to a ftranger, will guide and fpur him to the 
courfe ? 

Mor. Even fo it is I Mifchief here, mifchief 
there; turn which way you will, mifchief! 

Len. Your word and honour are folemnly 
pledged. If you really wifti the lovely creature's 
w^elfare, would preferve your ward, and prove 
your friendfhip and faoneft intentions, you will 
aid me. 

Mor. Well, well, I am blind; lam but the 
tool of deftiny ; fo be it! 

Len. Your authority will oblige Mrs. Enfield 
to yield her to me. 

Mor. No; my credit there is on the decline. 
Stratagem; ftratagem^ 

Len. But how? What? 

Mor. Convey a difguife to the girl. 

Len. And fo (he will efcape us all ! 

Mor. Efcape ? No, no ! Malevolence is the 
clement of man, and I have an apt alacrity : I 
will inftruS you. Cpme this way. Having her 
fttfc, you may poll away with her to my commo- 
dious 
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dious houfe in Park-lane. Fear not itie ! Whea 
^ Eelial is bufy, fhall his progeny be idle ? 

SCENE VII. Re-enter Doi^ALD. 

Don. Maifter Clement is nae i' the hoofe. 

Mor. No matter — " The circle is complete : 
** knaves and fools engender each other; toge- 
*' ther they make rulers; rulers make laws; laws 
" make villains, and villains fanftify^ and perpe- 
" tuate theufe of prifons, chains, ropes, racks!" 

Len. Come, come ! 

Mor. Oh ! What an excellent gull is this 
image of the gods, this thing called man ! 

[^Exeunt Mordent and Lennox. 

Don. Ah ! Wacs me ! This poor laflie ? I 
canna reft! I hirple here and gang hilching 
there, till Tze e'en ramfeelzed wi'the ripples. 1 
wift nae where tul fpier nieft. My dool and thole 
• wull be my deeth! V Code's name, and wi* aw 
my hairt ; for I'ze recht weary o' life ! 

SCENE VIIT. Enter Cheveril in great 
bajie^ fearching. 

Don. Hoot, man ! What is the bang ? 

Chev. My dear Donald, can you direft mc 
where Mr. Item or Mr. Grime may be found ? 

Don. Donald diraO: ye tul (ic an a pair o* 
fcoondrels ? Father Balzebub ! But I wad at 
anes gar ye o'er catch plague paftilence andfai- 
mine ! 

Chev. 'Sdeath ! they are both dead and buried, 
I believe ; for they s^re neither here, nor there, 
nor any where elfe. Can you tell me where I 
can borrow a few thoufands ? 

Don. Six\ Do ye tak me for a thief, or a 
fteward ? 

Cb:v. 
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Chev. I fliall go mad— Oh, Donald, I left the 
moft angelic girl your eyes ever beheld at a 
wicked houfe ! flie muft be friendlefs apd father- 
lefs, or Ihe could not have been there. 

Don. (Eagerly) What's that ye red of angil and 
fatherlefs? 

Chev. I am fure fhe is innocent. Vile as the 
houfe is, Ihe is innocent. 

Don. Wha ? What fhe ? Whathoofe ? 

Chev. I can't (lay— 1 faw her firft in the Green 
Park. 

Don. Green Pairk ? 

Chev. She is now at Enfield's — A divine girl ! 
A miracle ! 

Don. What ? Hoo ? — ^A menzfoo' maiklefs lafs ? 
r the bloom o' youdith ? 

Chev. Not twenty ; yet with the penetration, 
wit, andunderftanding of the feven fages ! 

Don. (Agitated) The Green Pairk ? Maircy 
mifgi' me ! Enfield's ? 

Chev. In Dover-ftreet. 

Don. I. ken the place! A hoofe o* hell ! — Gin 
it be — ! Quick, Donald, Quick ! [_Exit hajlily. 

Chev. What is the inatter with the honeft 
foul ? I don't know what fum that old harridan 
will require, but I can do nothing^without mo- 
ney. I muft have enough too, for 1 muft make 
fure. Ill place her in fafety and fplendor: (he 
fliall be my queen ! 

SCENE IX. Enter Item. 

Chev. Ah, my dear, dear Item! I am the 
luckieft fellow on earth! I am in inftant want of 
money I 

Item. So am I. I have been in want of it all 
my life, 

. 2 Chez\ 
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Cbev. You mull furnifli me with ten thoufand 
pounds. 

Item. Ah ! I wifli I could ! 

Chev. 'Sblood, don't ftand wifhing, but give 
me the money ! 

Item. I f my friend Grime were but here— ' 

Chev. 'Sdeath and the devil, give me the' 
money ! I (hall lofe her ! She'll be gone ! ^ I'll 
make over the feventecn thoufand, that is in 
Mordent's hands } I will by heaven I On the 
word and honour of a gentleman ! 

Item. The feventeen thoufand ? 

Chev. I will! 

Item. It is true, I have cafli in hand ; but not 
my own. 

Chev. Zounds ! Never mind whofe it is ! Let 
me have it ! 

Item. Why, if I could but manage the mat- 
ter — I am but a poor old man, and it would be 
a little lift. 

Chev. Damn your poverty and your cant ! 

Item. You are fure you underlland — the feven- 
teen thoufand? 

Chev. I tell you, yes ! 

Item. The riflk will be very great ! 

Chev. Do you doubt my word ? 

Item. No, no— But— 

Chev. But w^hat ? 

Item. Your hand-writing, on a damp, would 
be a memorandum. 

Chev. You fhall have it ! Write a receipt for 
feventeen thoufand : I'll iign it ! 

Itemi {Searches^ takes out an account booky lays it 
dowh\ then takes out another book^ finds 4 ftampy 
and writes.) Ay, this is the thing. You remem- 
ber the rilk ? Otherwife, it might be thought — 

Chev. Give it me! Give it me! I have no 
time for thinking ! {Signs). 

Item. 
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Jum. I muft borrow to replace it. 
Chev. Will you come away^ and let mehaVe 
the money ? Coirtie, come^ man ! -Sdeath will 
yoii difpatch! : • -. 
^ . I • . - . 

SCENE X* Enter CtEUitKT. 

Clem. Do you know where Mr. Mordent is, 
,fir?; ,, ,. « . . " 

lienf. No, fir ! (^Cheveril hurries Item off; who 
puts up bisreceipt in one hooky but forgets the otberg 
that be laid down on the table.) 

Clem. Mr. Mordent has alked foj me, and un- 
fortunately I cannot find him. I fear he has 
figned the .mortgage! Oh this uncle ! Never 
was fitu^tio.a fo excruciating as. mine. Mud I 
caft'od'siirties of blood, become his accufer, and, 
as, the work! would call it, betray my benefac- 
tor.? .Befidcj what have I to reveal ? My fears 
and my fufpicions. Unconnefted facts, that can 
alarm : but ; not relieve. And who i& it that I 
Ihbuld thus impottntly. accufe? My own mh-^ 
c\e. (Sieey the book) Hahf What have we here? 
As I live, his private account book ! The very 
thing he fo carefully has concealed from all in- 
fpe^on! What (hall I do? Deliver it to Mor- 
dent? Whatmaybe the confequences? Difgrace^ 
infamy,* and — ! Dreadful thought ! I muft not 
be rafh, — Hark! He's here! 1 muft confider 
well. lExir. 

SCENE XI. Re-enter Item and Cheveril. 
Item with his hair on end^ frightened \ runs up to 
the tabiey looks over it^ under it^ and every where. 

Chev. (Anxious to get him away) You fee, there 
is no book there ! 

. Item. (With terror) I am certain I had it in 
iny hand ! ' 

F ^ Chev. 
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Che-v. Wehavera3itqmuedtheroQm.aiiiulute! 
• Nobody c4n have. been here {inoe.I. 
Item. Wc Ibft my. nephew here. 
Cbev. Well, if he have it, *tis fafe enough. 
Item. I don't know that! I don't know that! 
If I hay.e:loft it, 1 fliair never .fleep a^am! 

Chev. Cprne away! You have it fomewhere, 
iocked up fafe. 

Uefn. No! I laid it. down hete I I am pofitivc 
•of it!. — ^ . ■ 

Chev. Nay, but you fee that is impoflSble! 
Come, come ! {Taking his arm). 
Item. If it be gone, I fhall go mad! 
Chev. Is it fo valuable ? 
" Item. {Still Jearching bis pocket s.^ the. t able ^ and 
the chamber) I would not lofe it for all I am 
worth in the world ! 

Chev. Come, come — {Elbowing him. but not 
rudely y at firjl. to the door.\ What did it contain? 
^ Item. My foul ! My fecrets ! 

Chev. Well, it certainly is not here ! You 
muft go ! You fhall go ! 111 indemnify you ! 
Item. You can't ! 

Chev. I tell you, I will \ {Tmjhing Urn off) U 
is in your own room. 

Item. I hope fo ! I hope fo ! {Turning bad} 
But my heart mifgives UiC ! Oh lord ! rm nn^ 
done ! 

Chev. {A pujh) Will you go? 
Item. {Turning) I am wretched ! 
Chev. {Again pu/h) You won't ! 
Item. {Turning) Vm ruined ! . 
Chev. {Again) Will you, or — ? 
Item. {Turning) Vm lofl ! Tm dead ! Pm— I 
Chev. {Again with more violence) Furiej and 
fire, begone! [Exeunt.. 

SC£NE 
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SCENE Xir. £»/^r Mordent. 

Mor^ (Calls) Mn Chevctil I (^Runs over to th 
door) Mr. Cheveril ! — Tis impoffible to flop 
him! But no matter; the plan cannot fail : Len- 
nox by thi^ time h^$. her fafe. Why ay! I have 
advifcd I I have plotted, I have aided ! And in 
what ? Why the ruin of an innocent; who, while 
I looked and liftened to her, I would have loft 
my life to defend ? " Why was man endowed 
*> with thought ? It breeds but confufion 1 Fools 
^' have called it the gift of gods, wife men know 
*^ it to be the mediam oif mifery;" 

SCENE XIII. Enter Mrs. SarsKet. 

Mrs. Sar. My lady, fir, defires to know if 
flie may have the honour to fee you ! 
Mar. What is the matter now ? 
Mrs. Sar. Oh ! as to that, let my lady fpeak! 
I have got ill-blood enough, becaufe I would 
not take fomebody's pai:t. But that is all over. 
Mof. What is over ? 

Mrs. Sar. I have told my lady, often and 
oft€n, how a gentleman's proud fpirit might be 
brought down : but file would never liften to my 
confultaiion before. 
Mor. Before? 

Mrs. Sar. For faid I, ray lady, you would be 
as merry as May, if you would but pluck up a 
fpirit to take the Earls advice, and leave all 
bafe feduce^ps to their own courfe ! 
Mor. You faid fo ? 

Mrs. Sar. Yes, I did ! I fhould be no woman, if 
I wo-uld not t^ke part with my feSl ! So we are all 
ready for moving ; feeing as we are refolved. 
For, faid f, if he ihould fall at my feet and cry 
his eyes out; I would not hear a word ! 

F 2 Mor. 
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Mor. Indeed ! 

Mrs. Sar. Not but I have as tender a heart as 
another. But then, I would fooner break his 
heart than my own! 

Mor. What does this infolent gabble mean ? 

Mrs. Sar. Why it means that my lady is 
coming to take her leave; and that then we 
Ihall be gone ; and then it will be feen who will 
have moft caufe to repent. 

Mor. (Afjde) Is it poffible? 

Mrs, Sar. I am fure if I could have made 
folks happy, I would have done it with all my 
heart and foul I But the fecret is out at laft; 
and all is fettled. Not but, for all Vm fo glad, 
I can't (ay but I'm forry in the main ! for Vm 
fure fome folks will be miferable enough ! and, 
though they richly deferve it, one can't help 
feeling for them, in ones heart. And fo, fir, as 
perhaps 1 (hall never fee you no more, God blefs 
ybu, and mend you 1 [Emt^ 

SCENE XIV. Enter Lady Ki^s^. 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent, I am driven upon an 
agonizing ta(k, which a too painful fenfeofduty 
only could oblige me to execute. 

Mor. Proceed, Madam; apologies, for feel- 
ing or for inflicting pain, are quite unnecelTary! 

Lady A. Forgive me ! Would it were to DC 
avoided !• You have a daughter? 

Mor. Whence gain you that intelligence ! 

Lady A. From the Earl of Oldcreft. 

Mor. And what is his authority ? 

Lady A. I know not. But I, it feemjs, have 
innocently been the caufe that (he is difowned 
and abandoned. Of fuch an aft I cannot "know- 
ingly confent to be a moment guilty. The fatal 

period 
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period is come I that feparation which I fo much 
have dreaded, is inevitable ! 

Mor. And you fupport your fate with pa- 
tience. 

' Lady A. Cruel man ! do I defcrve this parting 
reproach ? 

Mor. You deferve ? Who fliall dare iniinuate 
it? 

Lady A. Happy days and paft endearments 
rufh upon my mind with fenfations unutter- 
able ? 

Mor. I know ! I know ! — I am the vileft of 
men ! 

Lady A. Far from faying, far from thinking 
fo, I take, my full ihare of blame. How do 1 
know that the fault is not wholly mine ? 

Mor, {Much moved) Madam 1 — I — I reqiicft 
I jDiay be tortured by any thing but your candon 

Lady A. I know I have. loft the envied art of 
making myfelf intelligible to your feelings ! Arid 
how ? You once were happy, tender, and prone 
to fmile at every look and word of mine ! Of 
what fatal errors have I been guilty, that fhould* 
have wrought this change ? 

Mor. Oh, exquilite ! Continue ! my nerves-* 
are ftrung ! . , .^ 

Lady A. To defpair of recovering tbofc inCfC, 
timable bleffings was quite fufficient! Rut tabc 
the caufe of banitting a child from a fathers 
arms and heart ? to caft it an orphaa on a tern-. 
pcftuous world? No! jwhatever jmy other mif- 
takes may have been, of that no tongue Ihall ap-. 
cufe me ! 

■ Mor. Right ! let the guilt be; all my own^ 

Lady A, And now, I have one laltirequeft to : 
make; which I conjure you^ by sjil. ,our fw-. 
lAcr alFeQiouj not to deny ! 

F 3 Mor. 
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Mor. To afk favours, where there is neither 
the power to grant nor the defirc to be thanked, 
is fruitlefs. 

Lady ^ . I am but too well acquainted with 
the ftatc of your aflPairs. 

Mor. A humane motive for parting ! 

Lady A. The fettlements you made oh me, in 
our early days of love, were ample. In the fin- 
cerity ofaffcftion, I vowed, if ever they fhould 
be ncccffary to your happinefs, that moment 
they fhould again be yours. 

Mcr, {Greatly agitaled) Madam ? 

Lady ^* Pardon and endure this proof of mjT 
fidelity ! The deeds are now in Mf. Clement's 
poffeffion : he will reftore them to you. 

Mor. {Indignantly) Never! 

Lady ]f. Stop! Beware ofrafhnefs! You srre 
a fiather, and have a father^s facred duties to ftfl- 
fil. Take home your daughter : make her what 
amends you can for the defcrtion of a parent's 
love. 

Mor. 'Tis too' muth ! Scorpions could not 
fting like this ! 

Lady ^. On this laft occafion, fufFer a gleam of 
former kindnefs once more to warm your bofom. 
Money is a poor vehicle, for the afFefticxns of the 
foul ! a contemptible token of the lov^ I have 
borne you ! but, fuch as it is, for that love's 
fake, giveit welcome ! A cold adieu I cstnnot take! 
It 'freezes my very heart! From my fotil, I ever 
have loved,, and ever fhall love 1 Had I a hea- 
ven of happinefs to beftow, would you but deign 
to accept it from me, it Ihould be yours. [Exit. 
Mor'. Why, fo! fo! foF— It rages! itburfts! 
h is complete ! Let fate or fiends increafe the 
mifery, if they eab ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE XV. Enter Donald. 

Don* It'spaft! It's aw o'er J My forebodings 
aare foofillicd ! 

Mar^ {Alarmed) Have you not found her 
yet? 

Don. Ycf, yes M hae foond her ! 

Mcr. Have you ? Where ? 

Don. Tze noo indeed a rafca* igo-l>etween J 
{Horror) Hut what are ye ? 

Mor, You fay you have found her? 

Don. She is gone! She is ruined! YeVe a 
wratch : the nioft meeferaBK 6^ Watches! 

Mor. Tormenting demon! What? Who?— 
Where have yotr be en' ? - 

Don. To Dover-ftreetl 

Mor. {Seized) Dov^f — ? 

Don. Tul the'elritcH limtiier EnfieM. 

Mor. {PFitb terror) What do you fay ? 

Dm. I wa« tdo' la^iOV^ nv£i&r 'fcdondrel, 
e'en as wecked as her ain father, Jxad decoyed 
her intul his net!* 

Mor. {Frenzy) Decoyed?.^ 

Don. Lennox! Yeer .friend ; yeer crony i 

Mor. {Horror) Fre^vEnfield^sI * 

Don. Ha- not 1 t^^dye ? 

JVftr. Ixnnfox ? Dcrver-ftf eet ? Joanna;?- . 

Don. Hear iti gin ye can, and live! Joanna! 
ycer child! Yeer giiilelefo. Joanna ! 

Mor. XpiftraSledty) Mifery of Hell! And, was 
that Jbailnia:? Tbatrtiy cfaila ? Celeftiai creature! 
And 1 the pit-digger ! 

{}*auje — De/pair.) 

Don. (Alarmed at the agony of MordentySir\i--r* 
Sir!^— Maifter! . . 

M^. {Starting) I the panA»? I caA hor 
i . \ S 4 ^riOtriek-^ 
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fhrieking on the bed of infamy, and chain her 
in the arras of lull ? Her fother do this ? 
{Paufe of fixed horror.) 

Bon, Maifter ! — Dear Maifter !— Maifter Mor- 
dent ! Dear Maifter Mordent ! Speak ! Tze for- 
gi' ye ! Why maifter ! Tzepray for ye ! Tzc die 
for ye ! Tze forgi' ye ! \ 

Mor. (Starting from a profound trance of dejpon- 
dency) Fly! Summon the fervantsf Arm your- 
fel ves ! ^ follow me to Park L ane ! f £x//. 

Don. {Confujedly) William! Sandy! Jock! 

\ErM calling. 

JtKI> or ACT fOUR, 



^SGE^rE I. ^be Green, Park^ t<iviligkU ^ 

MokpEiiT tf»i Lennox/ .'\ 

MORDZN^; . 

WE are now in private. ' 
Len. 1 am glad we are. ^ ' 

ilfcr. And now. Sir, I infift on a clear and 
explicit anfwer* Where have you lodged jo- 
anna? • ' ' 

i^». Nay, Sir, where have you lodged J6^ 
anna? _ ^^ 

Mor. Mr. 'LenncKx, 1 will not be trifled yith ! 
where is flie ? ; > - 

l,en. Nor will I be trifled with, Mr. Mor- 
deiitir I fay .where is fee,? Th^. contrivance Avas 
your own! I know you ! The mpm^nt you' fet 
yodrl6y)fs iort hex you begaji your curfed plots^ 
loieGure her for yourfdf; and/ when you found 

I would 
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J wooid not give h©r up at your perfuaiiion, you 
put them in pradice while you treachcroufly pre- 
tended to fecure lier ix> ncic. — I tell you, I know 
you. . ^ 

Mor. This will not ftrve, fir, it isallevafion. 

Len. Ay, fir^ it is evafion ! cunning, baie^ 
damned evafion ! and I alHrm (he is in your pof- 
feflion. 

• * Mor. Mr. Lennox^ I am at this momertt a de- 
termined and defperate man, and muft be anfwered 
—Where is ftie ? 

Len. Sir, I am as determined and as defperate as 
yourfelf, and I fay, where is flie ? For you alone 
can tell ? • 

Mcr. 'Th falfe 1 

i^. Falfe? 
^ Mor. Ay, falfe ! 

- Len. {Going up to him.) He is the falfeft of the 
falfe'that dares whifper fuch a word ! 

Mor. H^rk you, fir, I underftand your meaning, 
and came purpofefy provided. {Draws a pair of 
pijioh) Take your choice. Th«y are loaded. 

Len. Oh, with ail mf heart 1 {Prejents at Jome paces 
diftant.) Come, fir. 
. Mor. .{Approdebing'fternly) Ni^er! ' 

Len. (Approaching difperately) As nigh as you 
pltaferl; ! .^ '« 

Mor.. (Placing bitnfelf) Foot to foot 1 
, Len. (Framify^^^^boih prefinting) Muz^sle to 
muzzle!: .^ • "• - * 

Mar. (Short paufe) Why don't you fire? 

Len. Why don't you unlock your piftol ? 

Mor. {After unlocking it) ThcTtl 

Len., Why do you .turn it out of the line ?— 
{D'^aps bis arm. Paufe) I fee your intention. Mor- 
dent ! .You are tired of life, and want me to mur- 
der you ! — Damn it, man, that is not treating your 

friend 
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friend Uke a friend !~Kill me if you will, but don't 
make me your afiaflTin ! 

{^Fauft^^-'hth greatly ^fft^ed) 

Mor. (tenderly. ) Nay, kill me, or tell me where 
ydu have lodged the wretched girL 

Len. {ff^Hb gnat energy.) Fiends feisse me if I 
liave lodged her any where^ or know what is be«- 
come of Tier. 

Mor. Yo**r behaviour tdlls me you are finccre, 
and to convince you at once that I am no Jeis ia, 
know — (he is my daughter ! 

Len. (^S^i^J.y Your daughter ? 

Mor. Th^.honeft inde&tigable Do&ald diico^ 
vered her' at Enfield's ! 

. Len. Murder my friend, and debauch his. daugh- 
ter! 

Mor. (Deeply affeSed.) We are fad fellows. — 
{T'bey paufe^ and gradual^ recover from the deep 
paffiim with which they were mutually feized.).Ji%im 
and £^ain, ^m a vile world. 

Len. iE^erfy.) I'll feek it through with you to 
find her.— Forgive me ? . 

Mar. {Takers hts band.) Would I could forgive 
myfelf! 

Len. (fVitb animation.) Butif&enns then. flic has 
:c£:apedx aiy is perhaps in fafety. . . 

Mor. Oh that Ihe were !-^Donald ufed to meet 
her licre, iri riae Green Park, about tlws time csfvthe 
<vcnifig- {tiA^^')i hear the ibund of feet, (Loctks.) 
'Tis not a woman. Let us retire among the. tcees^ 
and kctfp 00 the Wateh. [While ihey arefien reiiring, 

SCEr^E II. Enter Cnzv^Kit. 

Chev. {Looking touni tifith great anxiety.) Sh^ is 
not here— flie is gone! For ever gone — gone- 
gone ^ -I fhafl never more fcr eyes on her ! Til fire 
that infer niiIE)ovcr--ftieet^'—^UI piftol Lennox } — 

I may 
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I may |>erambubsttt bere tall doomf&ay, ^nd to no 
jmrpofe. She would have been here had flie beeii 
£hee. Ay^ ay, flie is in thraldom ; perhaps in th^ 
very gripe of vice !— Furies ! — Lennox is a liarl 
— ril cut his throat 1-^ril hack him piece-meal ! 
— ril have her, &c Til have his heartl 

SCENE III. Enter Joanna in men's clodtbs. 
C»E VER I L feen walking among the trees. 

Joanna. Whither Ihall I run ?— Where Ihall 
I hide ? How fly tfic purfbits of wicked men, 
and women ft ill more depraved ? I have neither 
houfe, home^ nor friend on eart-h ; and the for- 
tttiflKk that can parienriy endute is my orriy re- 
fource. What then ? — Have I not efcapcd* 
the dens of vice ?-^Oh happinefs !— I have ! — I 
have ! And rather than: ventore in them again^ 
welcome hunger, welcome cold, welcome the bare 
ground, the biting air, and the fociety of briate 
beafts. 

Cbev. {Advancing.) What can that youth want ? 
Why is he watching here ? (IFalks round Joanna.) 

Joanna. As I live the young gentleman I fttwthis 
morning ! What reafon can he have for being in 
this place ? 

Cbev. He eyes me with curioflty. 
Joanna^ 'Hts.intentions feeniied good^ for he firft 
warned oie againft that wicked woman. 

Cbev. Who canifay, he may know her ?* He is % 
fmart, handibme, dap|ier felilow : I don't like hrh^^v 
Joanna. I am not now confined by wadife and 
bolts j~*-thcre can !be no flanger.— I'll ^ak> » ■ 
Pray, fir — 
Chev. {Ahuptfy.) Well, frr ? 
Joanna. Have you fcen a young perAui*-^? 
Cbev. {Eagerly.) A lady— 
Joanna. Yes. 

Cbev. 
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, Cbe^. {Rapidly.) With blue eyes, * auburn hair, 
aquiline nofe, ivory teeth, carnation lips, ravifhing 
mouth, enchanting neck, a form divine, and an 
angel face ? 

Joanna. Have you fecn her ? 

Cbro Are you acquainted with that lady ? 

Joanna. I am acquainted with a lady, but not 
an angel. 

Cbev. Ah ! then it is not her. {Jealous.) Perhaps 
you are her — her lover ? 
* Joanna. Humph — ^I — ^I love her. 

Cbev. You do! {Jftde.) I'll be the death of 
him ! — And fhe loves you ? 

Joanna. Why — ^Ye&. 

Cbev. {Afide.) I'll put an end to him!— Are 
you married ? 

Joanna. No. 

Cbev. You— you mean to marry her? 

Joanna, No. 

Cbev. Is ihe then loft to virtue ? 

Joanna. Who dare fuppofe it ? 

Cbev. Ay \ who dare ? I'll cut the villain's throat 
that dares ! 

Joanna. She has indurtd infult, conftraint, and 
violence; but not guilt. 

Cbev. Guilt? No ; not wilful guilt: impoflible! 
But then — Is fhe fafc ? Is Ihe fafe ? 

Joanna. Difowned by her family, expofed to the 
fnarcs of vice, houfelcfs, hopelcfs, not daring to 
approach the wicked haunts of men^ ihe wanders 
forlorn and defolate, willing to fufier, difdaining to 
complain. 

.Cbev. Tell me where! I will refcue, defend, 
proteft, cherifh, love, adore, die for her ! 

Joanna. Is your heart pure ? Have you no fclfifli 
dilhoneli puipofcs ? 

Chev^ 
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Chev. How came you to imagine, fir, that I or 
any man durft couple her and difhonefty> even in % 
thought ? 

Joanna. Meet me h^re to-morrow at ten. 

Chev. You! 

Joanna. You fliall fee her. 

Chev. See her \ Shall I ? 

Joanna. You (hall. 

Chev. My dear friend ! {Catches her in his arms.) 
I'll make ^'ur fortune !— At nine ? 

Joann4* Ten. 

Chev. iSould not I fee her to-night ? . 

Joanna. To-morrow Joanna will meet you. ^ 

Chev. Joanna ? Is that her dear riame ? 

Joanna. It is. 

C&w. Delightful found ! The fwee^ Joanna \ 
The divine Joanna ! My heart's beft blood is not fo 
precious as Joanna ! 

Joanna. But pray where do you live ? 

Chev. Joanna ! — In Pordand-Place. 

Joanna. Your name ? 

Chev. Joanna ! — Cheveril : Hans Cheveril.~ 
Joanna ! — Be fure you don*t forget. 

Joanna. Til be pun&ual. 

SCENE IV. Mordent appearing among the trees. 

Joanna. Who's here {Glides behind a tree.) 

Chev. Joanna ! — At eight did not you fay ?— 
Where is he gone ?— Sir ! Sir ! IRuns off/eeking. 

Mjor. I heard the name repeated ! {Aloud) ^ho 
fs it here that knows Joanna ? 

Joanna. {Appearing) I do. 

Mor. Sir ! Do you ! Well, and what ? Where ? 
— Is ftie fafe ? 

Joanna. I hope fo. 

Mor. But where. Sir, where ? 

Joanna. {Aftde) Tis Mr, Mordent! {Aloud) 
Why do you enquire ? 

Mor. 
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Mor. For heaven's fake. Sir, do not lx>rment 
4iie by delay, but tell me where (he is. 
Joanna. 1 nnuft not. 

Mor. (Siizing her arm) But, Sir, I fay you n\ullj 
and (hall ! 

Joanna. (Firmly) Sir, you miftake, if you fuppofe 
menaces can prevaiL 

Mor. Excufe me ! I would give my right hand 
to know what it appears you can tell. 
* Joanna. I can tell nothmg, 'till I am firft made 
acquainted with your true motives. 
Mor. And will you inform me then ? 
Joanna. Provided I ana certain of their purity. 
Mor. Know then that I pant fqr a fight of her 
once more, to do her the little juft ice that is yet in 
my power. Know, the wrongs flie has received 
from me are irreparable, vile, fuch as could not 
have happened but in this worft of worlds ! Know 
that I, her natural guardian, have been her adual 
perfecutor j that I drove her to the abode of in- 
famy ; that I became the agent of her ruin, the 
pbcter againft her chaftity \ and that, when I had 
fet the engines of darknefs and hell at work to en- " 
fure her everlafting wretchednefs,. I then difcovcced 
\Witb horror^ (he was my daughter! 

Joanna. Sir !— Your daughter !— You ? You my 
father ? 

Mor. How ! 

Joanna. {Falling at bis fett and fnatcbing bis 
band.) Oh ! 

Mor. Can it be ? — My child— ? — My Joanna ?* 
( Eager (y raijing and regarding ber again.) It is! It 
is ! ( Falling on^ her neck. ) 
Joanna. My father ! 
Mor. My child ! And innocent ? 
Joanna. As your own wiflies; or the word father 
Ihould never have efcaped my lips ! This drcfs 
was the difguife conveyed to rae, by which I efFeft- 
cd my efcape, I can fufFcr any thing but dif- 
honour. Mor. 
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Al^r^ A father ? Qhl — I do not deferve thccf 
I do not dcfcrvc thee ! {Gazing rapturoujly) Once 
again, let me fold thee to my heart ! 

Lm. {Without J at a diftame.) Zounds^ fir ! 

Che^. {Without.) I infiR, fir ! 

Joanna. I hear voices, \Tbey retire. 

SCENE V. £»/^r Cheveril ^z^/ZLennox, 

Cbev. Oh for fwords, daggers, piftols ! 
Mor. (Tojofonna.) This way! 

[Exeunt Mordmt and Joanna. 

JJn^ Confoiind your impertinent freaks; they 

have (topped miy mouth this half hour ! I would 

};iave told you all I knew inftantly, but for your in- 

fulting paflion ! 

. Cbev. Did not you fay you would aoc tell me 
where (he is ? 

Len* I faid I could not. 
Chev^ Why there now. 

Len. But I fufped I can tell more at prefent^ if 
you vdll but hear. 

Ckevi, *Sdeath, then, why don't you ? 
Len. Will you be filent? — I had a glimpfe of 
Mordent thi$ moment, in converiation with a youths 
<:bev.\Vt\U 

Len, It was the identical dreis I fent as a diiguifc 
to. Joanna. 
. Cbev. How I 

Len. And I fiiipe£t that very youth to be Joanna 
herfclf. 
. Chev. {RecoHeSing) By Heaven, and fo it is f 
{^nger and fear.) In the pofiTeffion of Mordent ? 

L^n. Be patient— there is a fecrct.— -His ciainis 
fupcrlcde all others. 

Cbe^. His claims !— By every power of heaven 

and hell — 

Len. {Catching his arm.) Be patient I tell youj 
—/he is his daughter ! 

3 Chev. 
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Chev. {Moment aty Paufe.) Joanda. ? my ftvect 
Joanaa ? his daughter? 

Len. Even fo. t . • ' .. 

Cbev, His daijghter ? ^ Hurrah !. My dear. Len- 
nox ! {Hugs him in bis arms*yHj4rr^kl {fn^xtacy.) 
Oh Lord 1 Oh Lord ! Hurrah ! His daughter ? 
Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! . ...L^x^unf. 

SCENE VUTbe Houfe of Moment, s 
Clement ^w/ Jlir/* .Sar&net; 

Clem. Are you llire it ^as Mr. Mordeqt ? , 

Mrs. Sar, I tell you, fir, I was on the watch, and 
opened- the door myfelf. Take fare, nriy dtar, faid 
he, to the (ham gentleman-lady ; arid handed her 
in as lovingly ! — ^The monfter ! — My lady is be- 
witched ! — She is fabricated!— She can*t quit the 
houfe, I am fure he muft have nailed an invifible 
horfe-lhoe to the threftiold ! : > 

Clem. But how do you know this pretended 
youth to be a woman ? 

Mrs. Sar. Did not I hear? 1 held the candle 
full flare in her face; it was a perfcft^r^^r/ I ne-p- 
ver faw the like. — So fliie is to be brought home, 
truly ! —Such magnanimous impudence ! But PU go 
to my lady. • 

Clem. Be cautious : you may do mifchief. 

Mrs. Sar. I don't care! I am refolved to ftabi-* 
late and confound fafts. So then, having a' fufficient 
dearth of proofs, we (hall fail off in the cbarut ; and 
be properly received by the Earl, the Vifcount, and 
the Biihop J and be fquired into the hall ; and be 
kiffed for joy ; and (hall fwim up ftairs into the 
bofom of the family. ... \Exit. 

SCENE VII. Enter CuEVESiiL haply. 

Cbev. Dear Clement, have you fcen Mr. Mor^ 
dent? 

Clm: 
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Clm. Na:*-^I am in fcarcK of hihn, on affairs of 
the utftioft importance; 

Chev. .So am I. ■ ,v 
. Ciem./^o lefs than the recovery or total lofs of 
his mortgaged lands. . / -^ 

Chev. How? 

Clem. I am in great need of adiftce, add fhould 
be glad to confult yqu. 

Cbev. Conftilt !— 'Sdeath, man, Tarn rn a hurry! 
I cairnot reft till Ihavd found hina. i . 
, Clem. Nay, bution the dedfion/of the <bomeBt 
his ruin or fafety depends. 

Cbev. Indeed! If fo, my impatience muft wait* 
What 15 it? :- yr^r 

Clem. I hear foptfteps. — This way.. {Exeunt^ 

SCENE yilL rJS»/^ Mordent W Joanna. 

Mor. Yes, dear girl, your rare endowments fur- 
pafs my hopes ; anfl, convinced as I am that beauty 
is deftrudlive, and wiftiom impotent, J joy to find, 
you thus adorned. ', 

Joanna. Wait to know me better. I fear you 
Ihould prize me above my worth. 
* Mor. How (hall I reward it ? Fool that I am, 
ftiadriian that I have been. 

Joanna. {Rapfuroujly kijjing his band.) This is 
my rich reward 1 

' Mor. I have told you in part my defperate fitua- 
tion. If Grime would but give honeft evidence- 
But of that there is little hope. 
" Joanna. My greateft fear arifes from what you 
have faid of Lady Anne. I muft not, will not be 
the caufe of feparation. 

Mor. Let me do her juftice: She is a miracle of 
forbearance. I have hated and fpurned at the 
kindnefs I did not deferve. Her perfeverance in 
goojd has been my aftonifliment and my torture. 
' ^ G Joanna. 
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Jaanna. Oh that 1 could fee you reconciled ! 
Oh that I could gain the love of fach a lady ! 

Mor. Of that, (weet girl, you arc Certain. Len- 
nox IS with her, and by this Ihe knows your ftory ; 
and I am fure adores your virtue. 

Lady A. {fTubout.) Where is fhe ? 
I Afrr. I hear her. 



^ ,, 



SCENE IX. £»/^r Lady Anne. 



Lady A. Oh I noble girl ! (Runr and embtacts 
Joanna.) Forgive this rude tumult of afFedion, 
which I cannot reftrain. 

Joanna. Is it-poffible ? ' 

Lady A. Mr. Mordent, you are now a miiiion 
fold more dear lx> me. .- r . 

Mor. I cannot bear it ! 

Lady Ai Wfll you be niy daughter ? 

Joanna. Oh, madam ! 
ady -4. Will you ? 
. Joanna: Adverfity I could endure, but this un* 
hoped-for tide of bleflings overpowers me. . 

Mor. Oh, how I hate myfelf !. 

Lady A. And why ?— Can you be ignorant of 
the virtuous ftmggles which, have caufed the<^)n- 
flia you have felt ? The fi;rcngth of t^hefe fenfauoxis 
fl^ew how fitted you are to be great, and good. 

Mor. To be a 1 dare not think ! 

. Lady A. Indeed, you are wrong. Had I not been 
guilty of a thoufand errors, you never woijld have 
had occafion for this felf reproach. Like cowards, 
we both have fhunned inquiry. Let us be more 
courageous ; let us affedtionately communicate our 
mutual miftakes, and while we examine we ftiall 
correft the mind, expand the heart, and render our- 
felves dear to each other, and beneficent to the 
whole world. 

Mor. Oh Ihame, fhame ! 

Lady 
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Lady A. Nay, my love — 
Joanna. My dear ftther ! 
Mor. W-ell, well, I will endure exiftence a little 
longer, if it be but to hate myfelf. 

SCENE X. Enter CnzYz^ihy flying tQ ]oAii'^ A. 

Chev. My life ! my foul ! my precious Joanna ' 

Mor. They will pcrfuade me prcfcntly that hap- 
pinefs is poffible ! — You have caufc, child, to thank 
Mr. Cheveril ? 

Joanna. Oh, yes ! He has a heart of the nobleft 
(lamp. 

Mor. Ay ! every body right ! All angels ! except 
myfelf: I am caft into the (hade; a kind of demon, 
grinning in the dark ! 

Qhev. Come, come, guardian, difmifs thefe 
Jombre familiars, they have plagued you long 
enough, Clement is in eager fearch of you, to 
communicate fecrets of the utmoft importance con- 
cerning his uncle. 

Mor. The villain! 

Chcv^ Yes ; — he is below, half difl:ra(51:ed, foam- 
ing with rage, and accufing every fervant in the 
houfe with having ftolen his book ! I hear him— 
Pray keep back ! My fweet Joanna, but for a mo- 
ment. ' M^ . 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE- IX. Enter lT2M.'^ 

Item. [Looking about eagerly.) *Tis gone ! 'tia 
loft ! I am undone! I am murdered! I am be* 
trayed! — I (hall be profecuted, pilloried, fined, caft 
in damagesy obliged to pajr all, to refund all, to re- 
Hnqui(h all !— all— all—alll Til hang myfelf!-^ 
rU drown myfelf ! — I'll cut my throat J— Mordent 
has got it \ — All my fecrets, all my projcfts, . all 
G 2 ■ - . • • iT>.y 
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my rogueries, — paft, prefent, and to come !— Oh 
that I had never been born ! — Oh that ■ ■ 

SCENE XIL Enter Clement. 

Item. i^Runs up to bim.) Have you fcen my 
oook ?— Give it me ! — Where is my book ? 

Clem. What book ? 

Item. My account book! my fecrets! myfelf! 
my foul ! my heart's blood ! {Seizes Clement's coat 
lapSi andjearches. ) I have it — *tis here — I feel it ! 

Gem. {Defending bimfelf.) Yes, fir, *tis here; Be. 
pacified. 

Item. {AJaulting.) I won't ! I won't ! TJl have it f 
Give it me ! I'll fwear a robbery ! TU have you 
hanged ! 

Clem. {Takes a hook fealedup out of his pocket. ) 
This book, fir, I confider as afacredtruft; and 
ipart with it to you I muft not. 

Item. You (hall part with it, villain ! You (hall ! 
rU have your foul ! 'Tis mine ! I'll have your 
heart ! 'Tis mine ! I will have it ! I will have it ! 
I will have it ! {Violently affaulting him. ) 

' Clem. You (hall have heart, life, and foul firft ! . 

Item. {Falls on his knees.) My dear nephew ! 
My good boy! My kind Clement! I'll (upply 
all your wants ! Til pay all your debts ! I'll never 
deny any thing you a(k ! I'll make you my heir ! 

Clem. You are the agent of Mr. Mordent, whom 
I fear you have deeply wronged. I have a painful 
duty to perform 5 but juftice muft be obeyed : no- 
thing muft or (hall bribe me to betray an injured 
man. 

Item. rU give you ten thpufand pounds ! I'll 
give you twenty ! I'll give you fifty ! Would you 
rob and ruin your uncle ? Would you put him in 
the pillory? Would you ice him hanged? {Falls 
"upon him again^) Villain ! I will have it I 'Tis mine f 
I will ! I. will! Thieves ! Robbers ! Murder ! Fire ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE the laft. Enter Mr. Mordent,!^ 
Anne, I^ENNox, Clbmektj Grime^ Donald, 
Joanna, ^/t^Cheveril. 

Mot. {JVith the took.) I am glad Mr. Item, 
that your inattention and your nephew's inflexible 
honefty have afforded me the means of doing my- 
felf juftice : that is all I require. 

Len. Here is double teftimony; your hand- 
writing and your agent. 

Item. (To Grime.) Have you impeached then ? 

Grime. I am a villain, a rafcal, a cut*throat ! 

MoK Mr. Clement, your worth and. virtue are 
beyond my praifc. 

Clem. If my condud efcape cenfure, it is more 
than I expeft. 

Afar. If it meet not retribudon, all fenfe of juf- 
tice is loft. Donald ! 

Joanna. {Preffin^ DonalJ^s band.) My watchful 
guide ! My never tailing friend I 

Chev. Your hand, old boy ! You and I muft 
fettle accounts. I am I know not how many (core 
pounds a year in your debt. 

Mor. What then am I ? 

Joanna. And I ? 

Don. Hoot awa ! Gin ye wad pay Donald, it 
mun nae be wi' ycer dirty fillers it mun be wi* 
yeer afFaftions. 

Joanna. True, my noble proteftor ! {Kijfes bis 
hand with great energy.) 

Don. Why ay, noo ! That's a receipt in foo ? — 
It makes my hairt gi' fie an a bang ! 

Mor. Honefl: worthy foul. And now to recon- 
cile— 

Cbev. Come, come; make no fpeeches. I'll 
fettle the bufinefs. I am the proper perfon. I 
have eight thpufand a year, and ten thoufand in my 
pocket—Ten ? (Jo Item.) Is it ten or feventeen ? 

Item. 
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Item. Seventeen! 

Cbcv. Joanna Ihall be queen of joy^ pleafurCj, 
and happinefs. Honefty, here, fhall fettle all his 
ill-gotten gains on his nephew : Lennox, as a bache- 
lor's pennance, Ihall marry his houfemaid : Yov, 
Guardian, (hall change your fyftem of evil for 
pradtical good : Lady Anrte ftiall become more pa- 
tient and kind — if (he know how : and old Mo- 
loch {To Grime) fhall go hang himfelf. 

Lett. Spoken like an oracle, 

Chev. Why then, tofs up your caps, farewel to 
folly, long life to ope and twenty, and mirth, health, 
and happinefs to all ! 

Lady A. How ftrange are the viciffitudes of for- 
tune ! With what gloom was the dawn overcaft ! 
How have the ftorms of this memorable day rifen, 
and increafed even to horror ! And now how bright 
the profprft J and how glowing the hope that it ex- 
cites ! Cherifli it, kind friends, with your fmiles : 
and, in the gentle flumbers of the night, let us 
joyfully dream that we ftill merit, and ftill obtain, 
your willing favour. 

\T^he Curtain drops. 



EP JLOGUE. 
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Mrs. Pope, MtfsW allis^ and Mrs. Mattocks come 
forward, 

Mrs. POPE. 

AN D now, thrice gentle friends^ our plotting ended* 
We hope you're pleas'd — at leaft, not much offended ? 
Surely, you'll own it was a little moving. 
To fee a modern wife fo very loving! , 
Who deems the marriaec vow a thing expedient ! 
And is at once meek ! faithful ! and obedient ! 
Such whims were common in the golden age : 
And ftill they may be met with— 'On the ftage : 
But grant they now are faife, paft contradiftion. 
We hope they yet may be endur*d — in fidion. ' 

Mr/s WAH.IS. 

You've heard that good Queen Befs had maids of honour; 

Whofe courtly trade it was to wait upon her ; 

To quaff" brown ftout, yet not be overtaken, 

Breakfaft on beef, and fup on eggs and bacon? 

In thofe ftrange days, I can't fay what might happen ! 

Virtue might, then, be thought the woman's weapon \ 

But daughters now like me, whaie'er wc feign. 

No where exiff ; but in a poet's brain! 

Such blunders are too grois ! >}o foul can brook 'em! 

And yet I wi(h, for once, you'd overlook 'em, 

Mrs. MATTOCKS. 

Poor Man! He's mad 1 An heir of one and twenty. 
With frolicks, freaks, and pounds and pailions plenty. 
Who, b«ing told where he may purchafe beauty. 
Begins to cant of confcicnce, love, and duty ? 
Was fuch ftuff" ever heard ? Ye fprigs of falhion. 
Say, is it thus you treat the tender paffion ? 
*Ere fuch (hall be the pifture of our youth. 
Earthquakes (hall come, and prophets'fhall fpeak truth! 
Yet, put him not in poet's purgatory ; 
Foff ihottld you damn him, we (hall all be forry. 

Mifs WALLIS. 
Then be fwcct tempered ! 

Mrs. MATTOCKS. 
Grant the man his caufe I 
Mrs. POPE. 
And once toxirt make us bleff in your applaa(^. 
1 
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THE ITALIAN MONK. 

ACT L 

SCENE t^An Apariment i Vietoi of RtUns. 
vivALPi and PAVito enler^ 

VIVALDI* 

Come Kither, my good PauUo. I have found thee 
Still t:rufty ever. Thy moft zealous fervicc 
Hath been attemperM by a love as fteady 
As waits on equal fortiines^-and thy mafter 
Looks on thee as a friend in whom his thou^ts 
Find fanfkuary/ and his wifhes aid» 

PAULLO. 

You over-rate my merits^ gracious Sb } I have 

nothing but hoaefty, and fomc odd quirics of 

humour, which you accept in Uw of abkt fer* 

vice* i^; 

VIVAUM. 

Attend tt^. p9;all(X S^< pr<^ffik>ni5» H<ar9 
And th^n affift me ftediMUyi ' Sch3^ aionths 
Have now elapfed iS&ce> ;it San Ci^\Q% I 
Beheld a lady^ whofe unmatched perfedtions 
Made conqueft of my heart. It was at mafs ; 
And holy was her influence : file infpir*d 
A paffion facred as^the folcmn rites, and pufe 
As the white v^ments of their fniniftract. 

B PAUub. 
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PAUIXO. 
Nothing mofe likely, ^idien the fle(h is laifed as 
high ^ (aintly-virtue, it muft (ettle at laft upon 
ibme dang^iter of fiail Nature. 

VIVALDI. 

Spare conunent, and ob(erve me. Since that time 

I have, in private, often vifited. 

And pour'd my foul before her; Ihe received me 

With m;uden-mode(ly, and artlefs truth. 

But high-uplifted fenle of honour; firm 

Not to accept me, but with the confent 

Of both my parents. 

PAULLO. 

That is contrary to all received procedure-^ 
modern ufage makes pardon and confent keep 
company. 

y .\\A VIVALDL 

''^A'^\ V tiic road to Alticri Hand the ruins 

, 1, <3f Fort Paluzzi. You have feen, no doubt. 
An arch fiifpended on two rocks ; near which. 
As often as I vifited the lady. 
Some things of earth or air I doubt, rofe darkly. 
In form a monk, wrapped clofeljr in his cowl. 
And bade me dread the road to Alticri; 

PAULLO. / 

Schccfoni, on nfiy life.— That meddling prieft 
has picrc'd your fecret, and by thefe ftrangc 
threats feeks to deter you from your purpofes, 

VIVALDI. 
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VIVALDI. 

That I would know for certain. You, good Paullo,- 

Shall foon as dark attend me to Altieri ^ 

But fce^ Schedoni comes this way. Retire* 
Some previous founding may not be ami{5. 
And his clofe foul may flanie out on fufpicion. 

\Exit PAULLO. 

Enter schedoni. 

SCHEDpNL • 

Benedicite ! — Health and peace be with you. 
« • ... - • 

VIVAJ^W- . 
The like to you> moft fage and holy fatl)^r. 
You find me mufing^on the wrecks of time ? 
Thefe faithful portrait^ of our country*s ruins. 
I wonder that my mother has not here * 
The ruins of Paluzzi ; clofe at hand^ 
They might be drawn w^h eafe, . ^| . 

SCHEDONL 
Tisfo, *y-fon;. .- - 

We flight ^hat lies before us ; and our fires, 
Thofe human ruins mouldMng in our vaults. 
Are leflbns bound, whofe clalps we never open^ 

VIVALDI- 

father, perhaps youVc lately feen Paluzz^ • 

(With a glance of Scrutiny. )\ 

B % SHEDONI. 
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8CHE90NL 

A ftriking vcffilge of antiquity ! 

VIVALDf, 

That arch between two rocfe fufpended, one 
Topped by the fortrels-tpwcrSg the other crowned 
By the tall pine and fpreading oak, pwduces 
Ah that we claim for pidturc, favii^ only 
The human figure, to give life and aftion. 
Groups of banditti, ready to burft out 
On the ui^arded traveller^ or fome Monk^ 
In his d;irk vefture, ilealing from the (hader 
Like fome fupemal meflenger of evil. 
Would work it up in true fublimity. 

♦ SCHEDONI, 

You paint moft richly : s^nd I much adrnirc 
The fkill, th^t coupled nionks ivith your bandittis 

VIVALDI. 
I drew no iftrallel. Your pardoni Either, 

SCHSSOHI. 
There's no offence* {U^itk a ghaftty/milej 

VIVALDI. 

My fancy turn'd on monks 
JFropi real occurrences ; for though banditti 
Ne'er iffued from lU yet I never pafs*d 
That &me Paiuzzt, but a monk appear'ds 
An^ fled oi: fiicfed from my fig;ht fq fuddenly. 

That 
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That I have thought the (hape was fpiritual. 
But be it what it may, 1 hope ere long 
Bettef aequaifttattC6 j and (hall tell him ftfongly 
Such ffUtks,' that he ihali d^e pfefume no 

longer 
To affed, as though he did. not underibu^ thenw 

SCMEOONt 

Vou will do right, if lie hsis mjurM you» 

VrVAttJt 
Itiave hot (aid he hat^-^^nd if you know fo^ 
It is by other means than my^exprefljott, . . - 

fc<3M£66NT. 
J judged It by your eye, an<J tone^ of voice. 

No, if I am injuf'd, it h hy tfiatt Uy 
^nd fubtle^ fiend^ the fet«t c6ti<ifetlor. 
Who fteals into a family t<^ tirotind '^"^ 
Its peace aiid hdncmf , *Tfe (he b^e infonnef,. 
The afpetfer of the innofcent— who-ftandi^ 
Convi^ed in the perfon now before me* 

I will not herc^ alftd to mlft you^ mei^iig'. 
You think that! I hai^e injured yo\i-— but y^'' 
J will not truft^myfelf to think y'tfti mc^ . • 
Tbofe mo& op|>roi)riol>s ftaifts t^ ligfet c* m^. 
# 

VHTALDI. 
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VIVAtDI. \: / , ' 

1 Aiean them on the wretch who injures .me: 
You bell know whether they apply to ypu- 

SCHEDONI. 

tf you direft them only to your foe. 

Whatever they were, I have nothing to complain of* 

VIVALDI. - /> . 

Of this be fure — ^he will not long efcape me. 

(ExiL) 

^ • SCHEDONI. 

RaCh and infulting bay — Go, weave the web, 
That (hall enfnare thy dotage into ruin. 
Haft thou fo nightly read time's regifters, , 
To dare the gloomy vengeance of the cloiffer ? 
Though I feem wedded to aufterity, 
The iron fcowge my exercife, my day ^ 
Frozen by abftinence and hourly prayer. 
Yet, underneath this icy .outfide, ..glows 
As fierce a flame of mafterlefs ambition,. 
As e*er informed the conquerors of earth. 
And withered nations in its fplendid courfe, * 
Thy heart fliall feel me, ftripling, ere the fun 
Break from his brilliant chamber in the eaft> 
And wake thee next to think, pf thy Rctfalba. 
Now to the marchion^fs-^If I canwork 
Her pride to give the girl to my difpofal, 
Exik or death (hall (hut her from his arms, 

(Exit.) 
j^r Enter 
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SCK}JE---Fort Paluzzt, as defcribed before. 

Enter \i\AhT>u followed by vavlzo zvitk a 
torch. 

VIVALDI. , 

Behold Pauilo, we are near the Ipot. 

PAULLO, 

Yes, Sir. I had a prefentiment of it — a certain 
odd lympathy of the nerves, which the vulgar 
would call trembling. 

VIVALDL 

How ! fupcrftitious Paullo ! 

PAULLO. 

Not the leaft. Sir ; but the place itfelf makes 
a mim rummage among the relics of the nur- 
fery ; and though I think I could face any thing 
ia the face of day, yet night, and fuch defolation 

as Paluzzi, make a child of me. 

«- 

VIVALDI. 

It is about the time now, that I have been 
crofs*d by this ftrange vifitant. 

PAULLO. 

Did you ever follow it. Sir ? 

VIVALDI. ^ 

O yes — I rufh'd down the cavern underneath 
that arch. But, as I advanced, the faint moon- 
light could not ftruggle through the gloojtii 
. • ', —the 
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— -tbt figure YvnfWdf and I wais compdljlefl to 
hurry out of the damps for fear of fuffocatioa^ 

Well, at all events the torch wilt allow us to 
fee the courfe he tal^e$ — ifi indeedp it n taofe 
monkilh flefii and blood* 

ViVAVPt . 

If cm hacj better fox the preftnt hide the tbrch 
in that little cavern on yoyr ri^t band» ind let 
us watch the proje6^ien of the rock, from whicli 
he muft come to ujke hi) iUnd* 

PAVtW- 
Hx^ttif don^t you fee fosne movBog fhfldow Qrofs 
the avenue ? 

VIVALDI. 
*Tis the fhadow of the fortrefi turret. 

PAULLO. 

I beg pardon^ Sir; but are you fure you 
heard a Voice— for my fancy would eafily faQiion 
a monk : in (hort, are you fure it was not all 
moon-'fihone ? 

VIVAWIL 

Certain. I was walking on Tuefday night this 

way— and as I now do, cafting a curious eyeF 

tovMapds the arch, I heard at a diftancc the fo- 

hmA murmurs of the mountainj when turmngj 

*o pcoceed on my walk, I faw it. 

Enter 
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Enter monk. , . 

PAULLO. 

Look ! fee there ! it comes. 

MONK. 

She is gone — ^for eVer from thee- 

. VIVALDI. 

By heaven thp very fame. Fly Paullo, bring 
the torch. [Exit. Paullo. 

Stay I befeech thee, whether of good or evil.' : 
By what ftrange pow'r doft thou know all my 

fteps? 
"VV^hat intereft binds thee thus to give thefe wam- 

- ings? 
Speak plainly to me, now. 

MONK. 

Fate fpeaks by death ! • [Exit. 

VIVALDr. * 

Stay riddler ! child of darknefs ftop ! fii 
riiflies after himjword in hand.) 

Enter paullo, tremblingy with the torch. 

PAULLO. 
Santa Maria ! proteft us. I would call, but I 
fear the found of my own voice. Lord, how this 
flame quivers ! No ; I believe it is my hand 
that (hakes. ' . « 

"^^ C * VIVALDI 
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vxTALM (at a dijtance^j 

PACXLO. 

What's that ? my name t 

VIVALDI. 

Faullo, ' ^'" 

FAULLO.^ 

iTes, it's ihy Bame fure enough* 

VIVALDI, 

Bru^ the torclfc this way. 

PAULLO. 

I beg to be excused. There are times anf[ kan^ 
fons for all things. What can animal courage do 
againft the devil — I beg his pardon. 

(The monk corner behind him, and then, ad- 
vancing, glares upon him in a menacing 
manner, and exit at the fide fcewt.) 

(fAvi,ti(y falls upon his knees.) Saints and mv^ 
t^n gjoard me ! 

Enter yitai^dt. 

VIVALDL 

ft has again efcap'd me- PauHo, where awr 
you ? PauUo, what upon the ground ? arife. 

PAULia 
., Holy, power forgive me! Fm a poor fervairt 
3rawn into profanenefs by a mailer it is my duty 
4 ta 
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toToUdw. Forbear to touch me*«*»I fid it .in nnf 
marrow, and my blood is frozea, {hiding hit/Mfi 

jtai.) 

Why, ThixSHo^ afc you nwid ? 

MULLO. ' 

"'No doubt of it. Sir, — ^fpitit— angrf. 

l^!VAL»r. 

Come, Sir, F0U2e yourfelf-^HU I, VlvAkll fpe^ 
to you^ 

' FAUlLO. . 

No: yes—can it? O Lordi yw, it li my 
inafler^if<x>yer me, defend a poor, fond, fiiithiiil 
&tifi6X — {clings to him.) 

YtVALDf; 
.Gome, look vpf there is no diwger— The vil* 
Mm efcap'd me- Why did'nt you bring the light ? 

pAULtO, 

I was coming) Siry^^whi^n att of a fiidden I 
heard myfelf called^ and turning my head cauti- 
oufly over my right (houlder, which a man does 
when not very j?old in ^ finrvicc of danger, there I 

(aw 

VIVALDI, 

Saw what*? the monk! 

FAUULO, 

It was like a monk-^hat is, it had a cowl on 

—a little open. His face fcemed the fpeftre of a 

' c z long 
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Ibng faft-i^He gUred upon me with eyes* flaming 
ki^oc1cets>foot deep in his head, and the motion 
of his arm, the very wind of it laid me proftrate^ 
on the ground. — (A 6eU tolk fuddenly at a dif- 
tance — the monk at the^ t0p of the fiage fpeMs.J 
—Vivaldi, hark ! the knell of death founds hea- 
vily ! all is accompliflicd. - ■ ^ \E3fit* 

VIVALDL 

yes, dwthfe in that gale ! I feelit hert.. 

It tells me that the faireft flo\yer of earth 

Is dropt into the duft-^its perfume gone. 

Yet I will ran and clafp her* to my. heart, ^ 

Wooe her. cold* relics to benumb my.lifcj^- 

And even in death be wedded to Rpfalb^r \EtxiU 

FAULLO- 

- Mafter, ttiy dear mafter ! He^ir your fervanfe. 
- , [Exii. 

A Cbttgge near rosalba*s — fioresca enters 
* 'flaking Nets. — f Sings J 

h 

Other maidens bait their hooks. 
With praftis'd glances, tender looks j 
And ftudy tricks from fbbtle books, 
' V To^hold the lover faft. • 

Their 
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Their golden line of tocks fo fine> 
Before his fimple eye they caft. 
With ben4ij)g batt^ «id fwimming gait, 
To make him dm at lalL 

Npnny, nqnny, ^onuwo^ 

Nonpyt nonny„ »onnino> _ 
Nonny, nonny, lionniiio,^ 
' To make him fure at laft» 

WheQ. (th? village yoyth ^ould bc^r 
Me trinkets, from the diftant fair; . ., ; 
However they were rich or rare. 
My PauUo pleased me heft : . 
Wliat tho* the work of coftly art,' . , 
They called for praife in every parti 
My PauUo with> it gate: his heart h 
I And,w^t wag-all the. reft? 
Nonny, iipxiiny, .icf. 
And what was all the reft ? 

I don't very well l^ke this employn^mt, though 
It gives us all bread. There is fomething treacher* 
ous in the fifherman's airt. Like the courtier he 
>f>rop6rtions his bait to the palate of his prey, and 
Ipreads his deception with moft luccefs when his 
viftim is under a clQXxd.— (Sings againJ'->^Ahf 
]Paullo^ PjiulJo, I have however often fpread my nets 
for thy affedion, but T threw out no delufive bait 
— I angled only with the fimple pt^rtiality of a poor 
cottager, and if I fuccced, 1 Ihall be found as 
^' ^tlefs 
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artkfs and affedioQate as I femiod to h^^^Sings 
again. J 

Enter (MtAPiscA^ 

- ' GRADISCA. 

For (ham^ f^'iorefca, -what a brawling do you 
keep here — O, thc|e young fry ! fri&ing in the 
very mouth of the net.* Poor Gudgeon, have you 
forgot already hoti^ out beautiful neighbou): &gnoni^ 
Roi^ba was ipirited away lait night froiQ her 
cottage; dragged violently o^, nobody kpows 
whither?^ 

FIORESCA, 

No, ujPthef — Her cries are ev^n ftul in niy 
cars ! Can you furinife why fli^ was c^^d jfway ? 

... : 0RADISCA* , 

Why, ril ten y6u.*-You know the Count 
Vivaldi ufed to vifit her fccretly. 

FIORESCA, 

-"'* What, -An he have carried her pff ? 

GRAPISCA. 

As furc as you're alive^ girl. She has no ^unt 
jipw living to protect her. 

FIORESCA. 

Then ftiame upon him — but if rny Paullo had 
any hand in the villainy, he (hall never come intq 

my fitvour again, Ipromifehim. 

• ^ • , » 

. C«ADISCA. 
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GRADfSCA. 
What noife k that ? Idok to the door, giri. 

Enier haftily vivaldi and paullo* 

VIVALDU 

Gradifca! anfwer me, and quickly* Ktiovr 
you any thing of Signora Rofalba ? 

GRADISCA. 

Who I, Signer? Holy Maryt no. Why 
does*nt your honour know ? 

VIVAtDIi 

No more than you do* 

" ' fxxhho (tQ Fmefca.) 
My dear Fiorcfca — ^we know no nipre rf the 
matter than St. Januftriiqg. -: 

FIORESCA. ■ ■■' ■ 

Nay, fure the faint know$ well enough — Fit 
tell you» how'it was — (thsj^ retire.) * ;. ' : 

GRADISCA. 

Why, your hohour fays fairly, and fpeaks as iin- 
ccrdy as heart could wifh ! Well, heaven difclofc 
ali ! There's^ aa eye that fees to the bottom of the 
muddieft pool. And if its foul weather, to-day, 
it may be fair enough to-morrow. BUt to my 
-ftory— SpdiatTO has been down in the bay filhing 
for thefe two days paft — Hfe fleeps then at th^ 
old fort*— and being lonefortle, and tired of hear- 
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ing Vcfuvio growl at us — Fiorefca and I went to 
bed— I had but juft got to the end of my hours^ 
when behbld you I heard a knocking at Signora 
Rofalbi's cottlge. * 

vivalM- 
What time was this ? . 

GRADISCA. 

Why, as I guefs'd by the few gondoliers upon 
fhe bay^ it muft have teen near twelve. §o J 
goes up to Fiorefca, and wakened her ; and then,' 
very foftly opening the cafement, we planted our- 
felves to watch what was doing* We did*nt -ftay 
to throw any thing over us, for the night was 
dark, and ndbody would think of fuch lazzaroni 

«U5* 

VIVALD*. ^ 

Wellf goon, and be briefs. 
GRADISCA. 

The ktiocking continued fome time, t heard 
her exclaim, what do yqu want ? A voice evi- 
dently feigned replied. Come down, and. you 
wiU fco our bufinefs. She, alarxiied I fuppofe 
at being thus talked to-^refufed; upon which,, thcj; 
very fairly entered by forces — ^In a few minutes, 
we faw the men return with the. fweet Lady ia 
their arms. She was gagged. They placed ^ her 
before one of them on a horfe ; and then thfh 

whole* party galloped pff towards the wood. ^ ^_ 

• •'* ■ -.' 

VIVALDIr 
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VIVALDI. 
Infamous villains! But Tain reliev'd.from tny 
worfl: fear — I Md fu^icion of lier-'death. . My 
good Gradifca, I am obliged to your vigilance. 
" Enquire among the .neij^bours whether any 
** of them rematkfsd fuc4 an dfeert- afc thai fxvAe, 
" aikd what food they took/^ I have my fafpi- 
cions as to the perpetrators, which I will imme' 
diately realize, zjdd then pucfije her to the ex- 
tremities of the univerfe. PauUo-, attend me. 

PAULLO. 

I come, Sir. Farewcl, girl. Good ni^t, honeft 
Gradifca. [Exeunt. 

GRABISCA. 

Ah, ^ kind headed ge^lkman — but crofs'd in 
love! — I warraiit the Count felt a nibble upoi> 
the line, and has whipped her into the bafket to 
flounder and flounce in vain. 

Enier siPAjL-iTitio; 

SPALATRO. 

How now, Smelt fto Fiorefca) what do you 
do Ifirring at this time of the night ?— Gradifca, 
help me off with my boots ? I have had a fweep- 
ing hawl, girl. Nevtf t&r4tr nets better in my 
life. 

FIORESCA. 

Why, father, your boots are quite dry — You 
haven't waded deep. 

D SPALATRO, 
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SPAXATRO. 
NOf girl, but far. The prey was (hallow. I 
have touched the zcchins. 

CRADISCA, 

Spalatro, here have been fuch doings — Do 
you know Madam Rofalba was carried off laft 
night ? 

spAtATRo (hajlily.) 

Did you fee it? 

GRADISCA, 

Why yes, I did, 

SPALATRO. 

Aye, that curfed curioCty — always rulhing into 
troubled waters, What bufinefs had you with it ? 

GRAPISCA, 

None, not I — No, no — as they Ipawn let 'ein 
take, fay I. But here has been the young Count 
Vivaldi here, 

gPALATRO. 

1 faw himr— What led hini here— He did'nt 
fiifpeifl: that Ir— ^ 

FIORESCAt 

no, father— why ihould he fufpefl: you^You 
are no cavaliero, 

GRADISCA. 

1 tQi4 hiro too that you were at the fort, 

gPAiATItp, 
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SPALATROi 
He feemM Satisfied of that ? 

FIORESCA. 

O yes; fliould he not ? it Was the truth. 

spAlatro. 
Aye— it was the truth. What did he fay at 

partiiig ? > 

gradisca. 

That he fuipefted fome one> and would realize 
his fulpicions. 

spalatro. 

Whom did he fufpeft ? 

GRADISCA. 

He did not tell us that — -*- 

SPALATRO. 

Did you mention what you obferved laft night 
to Schedoni — ^I mean to Vivaldi ? 

GRADISCA. 
O yes, I told him the little 1 faw. 

SPALATRO. 
'Twas folly to do fo ; we fliall be put to the 
queftion. Beftir yourfelf no more in this affair. 
Fine objefts we are to provoke the Marquis^ his 
fiitber! - 

GRADIS<i%. 

Did the young Count then carry her off? 

D 2 SPALATRO. 



Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



^^ TttE ITALIAN MOJJK. 

SPAiLATJftO. 

I have not faid he did— ^twiit it |s lifcrfy. Let 
us to bed : I am tired with riding all day. 

' FIORESCA. 

Riding ! — you mean wading, father. 

SPALATRO. 
True^ girl ; wading and rowing I mean. CotaCf 
come, to bed ; and not a word I charge you of 
Rofalba. [Exeunt Gra, and Fio.'\ So, all's 
fafe I find. Sufpicion does not blow her blight 
my way. While knavery pays fo well for a little 
mifchief, no wonder if hondft labour fomatimes 
locks up his oar. ^ [Exit spalatro. 

SCENE— 7%e Monaftery ^San Stephana. 

Enter margaritone and ellena. 

MAGARlTfC»iE. 
You will ftay here, untij admitted to an audi- 
ence of the Superior. 

ELLENA. 

Pray, Sifter, infprm me, who was that beauti- 
ful nun I heard fing fo (Jivinely at matins ? 

MAiRGARITONE, ' 

I don*t know, not L There are a number of 
us beautiful women, find good fingers. 

ELLENA. 
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ELLENA. 

I mean fhe who executie4 the folo paflage to 
the Vk&fi. 

MARGARITONE- 

that was the Sifter Olivia ; but we do not 
think fb highly of her beauty as we do of her 
voice. She^ is perpetually finging, and toucbe$ 
the lute in the beft,tafte imaginable. (Mufic 
plays.) You may hear her now, for flie fecms 
to be preluding upon her inftrument. 

ELLENA. 

1 am intcrefted exccffively by her appearance* 

MARGARITONE. 

Well, I Ihall leave you to your recreation. 

\KxiL 

Etl^ENA. 

Swept ivffsx&^ how my heart is prepared to 
fympathize with eveiy pang that thine can feel ! 
: — ^She comes this way. 

Enter ojuivia* 

OLIVIA. 

My fair young Sifter, peace be in your breaft. 
And yet, if I can judge of that pure brow, 
A convent cannot give that peace ta you. 
How came you to San Stephano ? 

% ELLENA, 
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ELLENA* 

By force 
Brou^t and detained. No predilpofed mind, ' 
By piety or paffion led to feek 
A doifter's confolation, drew me hither. 

OLIVIA. 

Ah ! my dear child, fbmc difproportion'd love — 

ELLENA. 

You mark my only crime : I dar*d to love. 

OLIVIA. 

Think me not meanly curious of your flory. 
But let me know your name. 

ELLENA, 

Ellen — ^Rofalba. 

OLIVIA. 

Ellen ! ^Rofalba ! I think once I knew 

Features like thofe : yes, very, very like. — 
But no, it cannot be ; yet am I led 
To feel the tcndereft intereft in your fate. 
And almoft break my vow to counfel you. 
The Abbefs foon will fummpn you before her. 
Perhaps command you inftant take the veil -, 
Seem to confent, rejedt not peremptorily. 

ELLENA. 

What my heart tells me would be mockery. 
My tongue fhall never fan&ion by a word. 

OLIVIA. 
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OLIVIA. 
Poor foul, thou doft not know the perils here 
That wait on difobedience. Think, fweet ^I, 
What OTercilefs authority xan pour 
Upon thy head, to make refiftance bitter ! .. 

£LL£NA« 

JJuipw that I muft ftru^Ie with oppreflkm^ 
An4 nerve my mind againfk the comix^ flornu 

OLIVIA. 

Yet have we pxiriiflimehts that but to hear of 
Would ftitmiiatc fubmiflion- — ^Think^ dear maid. 
Of being cntomb'd, to dwell with putrid death ; 
To linger years in vaulted fepulchres, 
Amkift unwholefome dews, and morbid ftench 
^rom time-diffolved fleifh. 

ELLEfJA. 

Dp not fuppofe 
fAy purpofe fliaken by the n^ufeous horror ! 
JJever with life will I renounce Vivaldi. 

QLIVIA, 

Yet O refleft whjit it rauft be to hear 

The hourly tread of happy feet above thee! 

The consonance of harmony divine 

Jn fainted fifterhood 5 whiift thou, poor worm, 

Shalt creep from (hroud to (hroud, thy only change, 

Jlcft thy cojd head upon fome mouldering bier. 

And ^eep in 4II th^ chilling damps of death. 

Think 
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Think but of this, thy finneft refolution 
Will (hudder into fearful acquiefcencc. 

£LL£HA» 
No: death, with att ks lingering haibingeis. 
Shall never win me from vaf bofiam's truthi* 

ouriA. 
I doubt thee; fatreft. Y<m fbal£ hove Wf pnqrert. 
The Abbefs come»^and I dare &ayi no longer. 

[Ezk. 

The ABBfiM enters with folemidhfy foMomed hy 
iter Chapter, ^e takes m Chair prepared fet 
her. The Nuns range them/elves en. each SUcn 

ABBESS. 

Approach me daughter,— ^You, no doubt, arc 

confcious 
You are brought hither that the charms of youth 
Improperly direfted may not fully 
The honour of a moft illuftrious houfe. 

EH.ENA. 

Your fanftity will pardon me. I know 

No paffion better than the love of truth. 

It is a truth, the Count Vivaldi fought ma 

In honourable feeming — ^it is true too 

That I refer'd him to his noble parents. 

And lent no approbation to the fuit ^ 

Which had not their allowance to fuftain it; 

. • . " * ■ - • • • 

ABBESS. 
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ABBESS. 

Youth is habitually fickle, fair one. 
" No virgin ere would lapfe from chaftity 
** If the repulfc to the protefling lover 
" Were never thawM by importunity.** 
Thus much to juftify my friend^s precaution. 

ELLENA. 

But can you think diflruft of their fon's firmnefs 
Gives them a warrant to imprifon me ? 
Am I thus torn from life and all its bleffings, 
Becaufe a noble youth prefumes to love me ? 
O'er him they have a parent's high controu); 
But upon me no right, but fuch as power gives ; 
A tyrant's power, that's wrefled from the laws, 
And violates the confidence of life 

ABBESS. 

High notions thefe^ from one fo lowly born I 

ELLENA. 

No one is born too low forjuftice. Madam. 
The humble feel as do the proudly born. 
Shun pain, court pleafure, woo^ efleem like them. 
And th^ mod fubtle, but quick fpark of love 
Strikes as much fire of paffion in the poor. 
As that which warms the bofom of the mightieft. 

ABBESS. 

What ! would you burft fubordination's bounds, / 
And level all in foul eq^iality ? 

£ ELLSKA. 
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ELLENA. 

No> and I hold fuch. minds the world's word 

plagues.;^ 
For they have more ambition fan than thfey 
Whofe pow^ and wealth tht^y Qovet. Th<^ are 

ilaves, 
Who fire the peaceful dwellings of their lords. 
To ravifli, plunder fcom. the flaming ruin. 

ABBESS* 

The Marchionefs is juft, though much offended. 
She orders you, by me, to take the veil. 
Or marry fuch a huiband a^- befits you. 
If this meek reference to their decifion 
Be not a fable, you qin fbon determine. 

ELLENA. 

What ! becaufe 1 refer*d him to his parents. 
Is it prefum'd' I do not love Vivaldi ? 
Or, if the noble youth were nothing to me. 
Does it thence follow. I qan, yield my hevt 
To one it never th^qb/d, a,tr? or> if not. 
Seal up its unwak'4. feding at the altari 

ABBESS. 

You are tod bold. 

ELLENA. 



Your pajrd<^n, I am inju?'d# 

Malice has fdvcr.tQiies, aj{id..placid looks. 



The 
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And cbH a wrong 4 '«^*bhg— whd:fe'er they ttieet it . 

ABBESS. 

*' Is it a wrong to open wide the doors , 
** or blifs eternal, to precarious honour ?'* 
Is it a perfecution to enfold '' > 

The feeble in religion's chafte embrace ? 

ELLENA. 

No, Madam, when the foul approves the dwelling. 
When, ftung with all the miferies of flelh^ 
It wooes the altar to beftow its peace f 
'Tis then, what it was meant, the blefs*d afylum 
Of broken fpirits and diftrafted minds. 
But undefir'd, its fanftions are prophan'd. 
And the auguft and iky-enthroned name 
Difhonour'd by the impious mockery. 

ABBESS. 

Thus far with patience I have liften'd, daughter. 
To language moft unufual to this place — - 
But mark me — ^when again I call upon you. 
Prepare yourfelf to make the choice I offer. , 

(Exitfolloxved by the Nuns^^Ellena goes off 
on the oppojitejide.j 

CHORUS OF NUNS. 
HOW calm her life, who, the vain world deriding. 

Here finds that peace it denied to her breaft ; 
Care at the voice of her duty fubfiding, 
Vifions of rapture fubliming her reft, 

E z Fancy 
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Fanqr exerting her airy dotninioii, 
Rouzes the Nun at the breaking of day ^ 

Sleep flies difpers'd by the ruilUng pinion. 
The wing of the feraph who flutter*d away. 
The wing of the feraph who fluttered away. 



BKD OP THE FXipiST ACT, 



ACT 
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ACT II. 

SCENE— ^ Convent. 
scHEDONi before a Shrine. To him the 

MARCHIONESS. . 

MARCHIONESS. 
1? ATHER, your pardon for this interruption, i 
Thus at the hour of night, with heavy ftep. 
And with a heart as heavy as my tredd, 
I crave your beft advice, and your affiftance. 

SCHEDONI. 
Daughter, moft welcome. But it fhould appeat 
There was no need to tempt the falling dews 
For fuch advice as mine : my Lord the Marquis^ 
Is the bed guardian of his houfe's honour. 

* MARCHIONESS. 

The Marquis is the Have of prejiidice : 

Bred in confin' d and narrow principles^ 

He cannot reach at lofty purppfes 

By means uncommon ; when he fhould rulh to 

aftion, 
He but deliberates 'twixt juft and unjuft, 
And poifes fcruples in ^ trembling balance. 
He muft not be confulted. But remember. 
What pafles here is facred. 

SCHEDONI. 

As confeffion. 

MARCHI* 
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MAHCHKMBSS. 

Ttis fon of mine ftill hangs upon my heart. 
Unhappy boy ! — Know you his lale proceedings ? 

SCHEDONI. 

When firft he found we had remov'd his miftrefs. 
He fought me in my convent : I was bufied 
In the moil holy c&ix of our Mthy 
And rapt in penitential recolle£kion« * 
He impioufly affailM my meditation. 
Broke in upon contrition, and wit^ mmape 
Slandered my unfoil'd name and charafter. 
Our brethren faw, and will refent the infult. 

. MARCHIONES$. 

What tidings have we from the lady Abbefs } 

SCHEDONI. 
There are no bounds to facril^ like his : 
Know, he has dar'd prt^hane the fanftuary, 
And fnatch*d his minion even from the aitar. 

Marchioness, 
I fee we cannot be fecure an inftant, 
Unlefs the girl be firft difpos'd of. This 
It is that now diftrafts my thoughts, What 
manner- 

SCHEPONL 
And are you ftill to think upon the manner ? 
Souls fuch as yours fhould promptly execute 

a " ' With 
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With courage, fcOrning vulgar modes of action. 
Were this Ihrewd wanton by the law condemned. 
How eagerly would you applaud the fentence I* 
You feel the juftice, yet dare not inflit£t it. 

MARCHIONESS. * 

The law will tend no ihield to fiich proceedings. 

SCHEDONI.' 
You have the church, to (hield an aft of juftice: 
For daring virtue it has abfiilution. ^ 

MARCHIO>fESj5. 

Does virtue ftand in need of a,bfolution ^ 

SCHEDONI; 
When I faid fo> 1 fpoke to comnaon notions. 
R^nember that the girl is not immortal ! 
A few years cut off from her guilty life. 
The honour of your family is fav'd. 

MARCHIONESS* 

speak low, fome one may lurk behind thefe pil- 
fers. 

Neceffity admitted. for this aft, 

How may it be performed ? — ^we cannot truft 

The important vengeance to a mercenary. 

scHEDONi f ruminating. J 
No: mercenaries cannot Jiere be trufted. 

MARCHIONESS. 

Y^t, who but fuet .would ; . . 

SCHEDONI. 
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SCHEDONL 

You amaze me, daughter. 

Why fhould we hefitate to right ourfelves ? 

MARCHIONESS. 
Ah ! holy Father, where exifts another 
Like you, prepared at once for thought and aftion? - 
But when can this be done — the place, the man- 
ner? 

SCHEDONL 

Down in the bay (lands a lone habitation. 

But feldom noted : there a fiflierman. 

After his day of toil, finds fordid fhelter. 

I know the wretch, and know he may be trufted. 

MARCHIONESS. 

But yet, being mean and needy, are we lafe ? 

SCHEDONL 

Lady, fufEce it that I kno»w the man. 

MARCHIONESS. 

I could have wilh*d the fecret and the deed 
Had left me debtor only to yourfelf. 

SCHEDONL 

Could you (uppofe that I would do a murder ? 

MARCHIONESS. 

A murder ! no.— An a<ft of juftice, virtue ! 
Great fouls anticipate the common procefs, 
A^d boldly dare redrefs the wrong they fuffer. 

SCHEDOHL 
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SCHSDONI. 

I could convince you, we may truft this fellow. 

MARCHIOKESS* 

Well) for the place t you mentioned a lone houfe. 

SCHBDONI. 
True : in a chamber of that houf^ there is— — 
f (Low friufic heard.) 

MARCHIONESS* 

What noife was that?— *Tis melancholy mufic, 
Touch'd by a fearful hand. 

SCHEDONL 
Within that chamber 
There is a fecret door. 

MARCHIONESS. 
Fram*d for what purpofe ? 

SCHEDONL 
Suffice it that 'tis apt for our defigri. 
A paflage leads thence to the feap— at night " 

Its waves will leave no print of what has pafs'd. 

(Mufic low andfokmn*) 

MARQHIONESS. 

Again. It is a requiem— one departed* 

SCHEDONI. 
Heaven^s peace be with him. I ftai funwionM 

hence.-T-T-r . ,. • l 

Rely pn my affcftio^ an^^^iy ^cal.., ^ ^. . {^«rfc. . 
(Mufii:: figdinj : v . . j, 

i^ MARCHI- 
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MARCHIOWESS. 
'Tis a firft 'fe4tliehi) and the foul but juft 
Efcap'd its flefhly dwcMing. That is cold. 
Cold {K)w'ali4 'ftUi, which but an hour gone hf 
Was fiill'd with mind, dnd throbbing with fenfk* 

tion* 
iVxid' what am I ?— the enemy of life ! 
Come here to plot, peifaaps aegainft z, fault 
Return, Schedooi ! No ! he hears me not« 
How feeble are our ftrpngeft evolutions ! ^ 
While paffion rul'd in my diftrafted frame. 
It found not, or it conquer'd all my fcnxples j 
One feeble note, a found, an airy breath, . 
Strikes on the heart, and wakes my flumVring prty. 
Ungrateful fon, what mifery you caufe me ! 
My peace of miiid is lofk, 1 fear for ever^ \ExxL 

SCENE— a ChuTclu 
viVAirOi kd^ding in itLEKA* 
ViVAtW. 
Retive wy love, and let thofe drooping eyes 
Lift their pure beams to happincfs and lov^ ! 
Theftonft%paft'^vvaytfeatm6mc*d you, 

•telLEKA. 

ViVafiKi-l «accJthoi*gfet i»o earthly power 
Should lead me to accept your offcr'd plight 
Urfaia^on^d by-3tout'^»«ftt«J^Tl!€fir tftjxiftici{ - 
And .your entreaty mull >ab'ibl]^ my vow. 

VIVALDI 
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VlVAtXM. 
Why taififes thus the pevetend Prieft— 'ti* fo— - 
Duty is tardy to the eager wifh 
Of blifs-expeAlng love— But fee, he cdiiies 1 • 

Enter fRiEst* 

Forgive me. Father, that I thought you long. 
Ah ! could your -feet keep pace with youthfiil' 

fancy 
You had anticipated (Un-xife— hufried 
From fleeplefs midnight to the altar*s foot. 
And counted every puMc of yonder clock, , j 
Tliat circulates the creeping blood ef tlftie 5 - - 
Gaz*d on the dial, doubted every, miuvte, , 
That accident had fetter*d down his hand. 
And mock'd meridian day with morning hours. 



C.!' 



ts^ 



.PRIEST, . - ,.^. . 

May it be ever thus ! 

VIVALDI* 
Moft reverend Sir, ;: 
Proceed you to the rites— O if you know 
What *tis to lofe and to regain a treafure 
Dearer than life itfelf, you will not wonder 
At this impatience to fecure the blefling/ 

PRIEST* 

Young fon, I yield me tt> your virtuous wilhcs. 
That genUe 'haviour, daugbiteft dM% annovnce 

F 2 N0 
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No felt avcrfion to the youth's itqucft. 
What thetffore *tis my pleafing taik to d(> 
Is to pronounce in the nu>ft holy name 
Of motho: church the foleniA benedidion*. 

Enter feveral opfhters. 

. ift OFFICER. ' 

Stop— Proceed i^o further with the ritest 

ELLEN A. 

Vivaldi, we are betray'd— Behold thgfe men— 

VIVALDL 

Father^ proceed— he-dies, who interrupts you, 
Enter Men in, the Garb of the Jnqu\fitionj^ 

. lit OFFICER, 

In the name of the mod holy inquifition 
I charge you, Vincent di Vivaldi—- You 
EUena di Kofalba, to furrende^ 

VIVALDI. 

Of what am I accused? - 

OFFICER. 

Of merely ftealing this Nun frorn the Monaftcry 
of San Stephano, ITou may fwear fafely to the 
faft, for (he wears the veil of her profeffion at this 
mom^ntf 

VIVALDI. 

The vcU is none of hers — this holy Father 

^ I havQ 
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I have already fatisfied — a friend 

Supplied the kind cpncealment of hei: fli^t. 

OFFICER. 

Confeffion of the robbery ! We believe we (hall 
be able to prove her profefs'd — ^You muft go 
both of you before the inquifition at Home* 

VIVALDL 

Or give me way, or, by my love I fwear. 

My fword flu^l cut apaflage through your heartiu 

FAVXLo Tujhes in with his fword driwn» 

PAULLO* 

Nay, come, I'll tickle foipe of you. Come cii» 
you tipftavcs for the devil's cour^— Hete are two 
of us c^didates for San.BeiMtosrr^Win us and We, 
wear them* 

(T^Sf fight-'fone of the Officers is wounded i 
at loft they ; difarm vivalpi av4 

OFFICER. 
Bring them away. Bear off the Lady firft . 

VIVALDI; 

No, let me perifli rather— On my kneei 
J fupplicate the mercy of her company. 

OFFICER. 



A plea(ant jcft indeed !— In company ! 
]uet criminals accompany each other ! * 



Fine " 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



« 



^8 THE ITAUAN MOKiU 

Fine evidence woujd be the ^onfeiq^cncc* 
Befides^ indulgence a&er fuch re£{biB(;ei 
One of our brethren wounded by your fword. 

PAULLa . 
Nay^ friend, let your old bl?i,ck, patron the 
devil have his due : The fprixiklipg ot l?lood there 
is a piece of my handy work I affure you ; and I 
only wifli the fame lancet could breathe the veins 
of ypur vihcit fialcrnity. 

VIVALEfl. 

P^ulloi, I charge you, ceafe this idle foHy, 
The wound was given by n^Oi 

• We knowit,^ir,but he fhallanfwcfrfbrhis pro-' 

fene fcurrilities in another place, * ' 

PAULLO. • 

Let mc. ' And if ybu will rack the truth out 
of me, let their reverences look to ft. If I don't 
whip their confciences with goorf ftlnging-nettle 
farcifms, when they have done with me, may I 
vifit their mailer the devil next door to 'em,» 

VIVALDI. 

O my beft love-i^ J cannot fuccour thee. 

EXLENA. 

Vivaldi'.-O Vivaldi— — > 
[Tkey are torn of by tbf Offiftrs. Exit Priejiy 

-4 SCENE 
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SCENE — the Collage ^ s p a L at r a. 
Enter fioresca. 

FIORESCA. 

X can*t Wiinli what my fether does down in the 
bay fo long ? As fiut as I live, he was concerned 
in carrying off Lad/ Eilena. He had not been 
fifhing that's clear.. He had got money, for 1 
heard the chink of the zechins. Q that I could 
but whiiper what I think to Paullo ! Arid yet it 
might bfiiig iriy fa'ther into trouble. 

lEnter grai>isca. 
But, my mother comes. 

GRALJSCA. 

Ah, daughter, daughter. Yonder is doleful 
doings. " 

FIORESCA. 

'Where, mother ?. ' 

GRADISCA* 

Why, at the church of oiur Lady. The Co^t 
Vivaldi dole it feems Madam Rofalba from tlje 
Convent of Ssn Ste^ianp yzad to our Lady tliey 
came to be married; but a^ the^ very altar they 
were feized — and fighting followed ; and Paullo 
drew his fword ; and to ftiHi tip all in a word, 
they were o^fetfoifcred- -and carried* off to -^ the 
prifon of the InquifititShv 



{ ^ . . . . •' 



& iw 



PIORBSCA. 
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FIORESCA. . 

PauUOf too I ' Wounded ! 

GRADISCA. 

No, no. Not wounded — but worfe^ worib 

FIORESCA^ 

How woric, dear mother ? 

GRAWSCA. 
Why, as I hear, feeing his m^ftcr in this non- 
plus, he flew at the officers like a fword-fiiH, an^ 
{tabbed one of them an ugly gaiti. fiut they 
turned upon 'em like (harks, and it is death to 
refill *cm. 

PIORESCA. 

O, Paullo, VzvUol (weeps. J 

CRADlSCA. 

Ah, poor wench, well may*ft thou weep and 
take on. He was as good a youth as ever fep'd 
up macaroni, and as reverent to ^, as if he had 
liv^d in the good old times^ — I'll go and bring 
Father Sebaftian hither to comfo^ you. O, that's 
a good Pricft, aye, and a wife one too. I fliould 
never be fo comfortable as lam, if it were not 
for his pious exhortations. 

FIORESCA. 

I ihall never know comfort aoce^ mother, if 
any harm be£d poor Fa^U^ ^/ . . 

ORADXSCA^. 
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that*sall> andttifen^tellhiefd. ^ ^ [ExiL 

■ _ X FtORESCA* 

I liavc detcrminM* It's 4. long diftanc6 fbt 
ft Idile-girli but ^no diftanCe ihall \keep me from 
him. Yes, 1 will go -to*he gates of his prifon, 
whi^pei^ into ^s dui^eojti that I would die to 
iavc him i and then bid my poor heart break and 
be at peacie^ 

•Ah ! this jreminds me of the unhappy fate of 
poor Mary of ourvillage* 

AIR/ 

DARK Wlas the night, the children Hept, 

Poor Mary climVd the cottage ftair. 
And at her chamber window wept, : 

And placed ft Ihtle ta]per there. 
Why does he tarry thus, (he <;ried ? 

Alas ! what pains do I endure ! 
Heav'h grant this ^taper be his guide> 

And lead him iafe acroisihe moor. 

• "n. •• 

At length his well known Voice flie hears ; 
*r JEie ^cs^fifits^ ^my, .terr9r/t(>T reoic^ve ! 
JVIy William comes td dry my tears/* -' 
And down Ihe flies to meet her love. 

•V - . is* - * * ■ ^iWilUam 
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William all pale and bloody flood ; 

Sigh'd out " alas ! no more we meet ! 
*^* Fm ftabb'd by robbcis in the wood," 

Then fell ax:orfeat Mary's feet. 

[Exit 

SCENE — AJtrong difmantled lonely Fort upon 
the Sea-Jlde. 

Filter sTiirETTO, corvino and others^ zvzth 

ELLENA. 
ift OFFICER, 

We arc at our joxurney's end. 

ELLENA (afide.) 
'Tis as I fear'd. Do we flecp here to night ? 

ad OFFICER. 

Youdo^ my fair one. 

ift OFFICER. 

What ho! Spalatro! 

ELLENA. 

When do we fet forward ? 

ad OFFICER. 

We ^ to-night. He's dead afleep. Spalatro ! 
'Enter spalatro, /row the Fort-gate. 

SPALATRO. 

• • ■ - ' . . • , f '; ." 

:. What, in the devil's name, keep you fuch a 

^^awling 
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bawling for ? You're foon enough for the chear 
you're like to find. 

rft Officer. 
Here is your charge. You know the* reft 1 . 

think? '- . ^ . 

SPALATRO. 
Aye; aye. Wont you come ^in, damfel ? This 
is a tude lodging; but the gufefts feldoih' cofn-- 
plain. They are Icurvily treated 'tis trues but 
then they flcep very quietly. 

':—-'' • ' 'ellena.- - > V 

I have' no doubt of that friencl. Loft for ever. 
(afide.j {Exeunt into the Fort. 

SCENE—The Infide of the Place, a Table, a 
Lamp on it ; a few Stools; and a Fire at a Dif 
tance. . > 

Re-enter spalatro, ellena, and ihe two 

OFFICERS. 
SPALATRO. \ ' 

WeU, . here we are— You muft be weaiy, Sifter. . 

ril drfefs fome fifh, and we'ave aftoopofwine, 

A potent cordial for low fpirits, girl. 

You'll need refreftiment for your coming journey. ^ 

My maxim is a fliort and merry life — 

Nd bad one^-Ha 1 Corvino I Come,, (bme wine. 

.0 Z EH.ENA. 
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JILLENA, 
I beg you will excufe me. The fatigue 
Of journeying fo quickly Bwdtet me think 
4 bed' thi bcft^ refrefhincnt l,im fifl4. . 
Pray fliew n^e to my chamber for the night.. 

SPALATRQ, 
Well J if nothing elfe fuits your palate*, e'en m 
you like,, ril (hew it you, Gome, this way.; . 
[He (qkssi a lamp^ and fikc follow^i him Qi^h 

, Come, come, off wHfe.yPW holy Ikin, CorvinOt 
Aye, ayo, npw I knoiir ^yoi^ fbc as. tru^a knight 
of the ftitet^p, as eygr jpraftifed juftice io the WWt 
of ho^o^n 

CORVINO, 

Nay, the jffofeiSon is honourable^ .j^^^doiit, 
It is ^ fort of trial after term j what common, leets 
take no cognizance of, we decide, ^nd the beft of 
o^irpraftiipejsdiipatchi . ^. 

STIXETTO. 

You (han't find me a profe(fioi]i equal to it, 

either for courage or dexterity, Th* art to ^^y% 

lay, the addrefs te ifhift to any (hape, and hold 

any language, CompaT? it with the trades ntoft 

in vogiie: - ' 

CORVINQ, 

Ayt^ piarry j draw me ickwe- conifAilf^iSj^ 
brother. Try it with th? foldicr's, 

ft STi3ff^T?Pt 
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O, a mere flea-bite' in Tc(peft of the danger ( 
requiring lefs fubtlety in dei^, and lefs prompti^ 
teidc in the cxecvtiom Be|idess^ you Iball have 
him. be.as^dtivo in. the wrong as in the^ rights 
Now we never ufe arms but to redrefs fome i^uiy* 

•. 'So thft neai^^'-^e carry it hpUow-r^theire.: 

• ' STILEttb, ' 

. As to' your phyfifciari, ' h^ gives death with tor- 
flirr. CKirs is Tcarcely felt, arid alwayS fudden. 
He with his lotions and his potions holds hattird 
gis it were in purgatory. We fet up upon a lingle 
|)ill,.the extraft of lead| which Aever isttfe to cur 
^1 diforders,. .. , 

CORVINO, 

Goon, goon. The lawf erV will not 'pofe you, 

. . . STILETTO, . / 

O, no, ^tljiat's too clear a caie. to dwell on« He 
ftrips you of your land,, and leaves youriieirs to 
b^gary-r-We take away p^^y the living incum* 
Iprance, jmdbetlow^^pfoperty entire. 

Enter spalatro. 
CORVINO. 

fipsfetro returns, 

fPALATilO. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



4& 



THE ITALIAN MONK< 



SPALATRO. 

I don't b^ like the bufinefs. i 

CORVINO. ' 

Mow now— What tievil has played truant, and 
left a corner of thy heart fcrupulous-^Han't you 
noble "payment for her lod^ng ? 

SPALATRO* 

She looks fo innocently j and moreover, brother 
ftabbers, I have a child myfelf. As (he flung 
herfelf on the damn'd matttafs, I look'd at her by 
the lamp, and thought I beheld my own girl, 
Fiorefca 

• STILETTO. 
* Come, come j we^ muft* have no qualms like 
thefe.' ' Eithet difpatch the bufinefs like a man,' 
or we will earn this other purfe ourfelves, 

; . SPALATRO. . 

No, no; I wasn't fo chicken-hearted as that 
neither j only I did not like to truft the fteadinefs 
of my hand. His Reverence mix^d a bowl of 
milk here, Which! liid by her/aiid I^lltruft the 
Friar^^ balfam kgainft hbpe in this world; Vm 
pleased to be rid of the deed, I caii fell you. IBu? 
come, our fifli is ready. 

ift OFFICER. 
You look diforder'd, Spalatro. Cqme, a cup 
of wine to diflipate vapours. 

V SPALATRO. 
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SPALATRp, 
I believe it was that ciiFs'd bleak gallery that 
chill'd me. You remember, Corvino, your handy 
work in the chamber 

CORVINO. , 

Pooh,' pooh ; fome wine, boys, and let us fing 

the chorus that Trombone made upon our way of 

living- 

CHORUS, 

HARK, the night crow fhrieks for food ! 
Wolves are howling in the wood ! 
To the cottage clowns retire, 
. And q^ake around the.fcanty fire, 
Then.we track the glooiiiy way. 
Lurking to enfnare our prey, 
*Tis he, ftand clofe, ' Strike by furprize. 
What light's that ? 'Tisthe fire-gnat flies. 
Now then take Jum ! he falls, he dies. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter schedoni. 

Thfere are, who, wandering at this lonely hour. 
With murder for the herald of their way, . 
Would dream that every guft of fretful wind 
Rebuk'd their purpofe, and the roaring fea 
In folemn fentences condemned the deed. 
Ev*n I, whofe reafon mocks fuch childifh thoughts. 
Feel unaccuflomM dread palfy my progrefs. 
In thi$; rude folitude I turn and, ilart, : . 
As thoijg]^ 9iy vPath :WrP plantetJ with obfervers;, 
^pftjatro f 

Enter 
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Enter ipalatro* 

SPALATRO. 

Here. 

SCHEDONI. 

Wdl) hall thou done this i>ufinefs ? 

SPALATRO. 

No, for (he laps up poifon like an adder. 1 
laid the bowl befide her. 

scHBoora. 
Is it gone ? 

SPALATRO. 

YeSt flie but fleegs though ; ' I am juft <:ome 
from her. Her reft is much difturbed. 

SCHEDONI. 

That mud be remedied. Her^ taice ^his dag- 
ger, and the work is cafy. 

SPALATRO. 

I have no great afFedtion to the thing. 

SCHEDONL 

But, the reward. ■ ■ ■ 

SPALATRO. 

Well, the. reward— I grant you. lExit 

SCHEDONL 

This blow atchieves my objeft. All were doubtfiil, 
Did/I Mat, work the Marchionefs to fometfa^ 

Thrt 
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That rendered it unfafe to dare refofe me. 
She is my debtor now in all fiie has : 
Her bond is of fuch force when writ, in bloody 
As to Irfeftore what onCe was Marihella.— * ' 
Thofe fteps of terror tell me it is done.- ' 

%j Ah ATKO /within. J ,, 

f'ather Schedoni ! 

SCHEDONL 

Here, Spalatro. — • — -Well— 

Enter SPAL ATRo, with the Lamp end Daggers 

Am I obey'd---have you peyform'd this deed? 
What mean thofe ghaftly looks ? — that bloodlcfe 
weapon? 

StAtATRo/ 
The gallery^— the galleiy ^— I dare not. 

SCHEDONL 

Daftard ! What bug-bear have you conjuf 'd topt 
To fcare ybur fenfddfs (pirit from its office ? 

SPALAtfeb. 

Go Ihiere yourfelf : I faw it, ahd I heard it. 
Murder the innocent ! No : Til flecp o'ni^ts. 
Do it yourfelf: here, take the dagger from me— 
Take it— *-« — My hand is white again I 

SCHEDONI, 

Bafe coward ! 
Stay thefi 'till I return. 

R SPALA*' 
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SPALATRO. 

No, 'you'll <accufe me. 

Your HolineTs may fludd me fir<xn the deviI-» 

I'll wait WitboDt. 

SCHEDONI. 

Where is thedoiky to vtipttoaad the body J' 



SFAIATRO, 




It hangs }uft by the door — you 


fee it» theier 


SCHBDONI. 




ibivc'^methelamp. 




SfPitATJtX>, 




f OO'hsKtrelt' la yotirhand. 




SGHEDOMI. 




I mean the dagger. 


r 


SFALATRO^. 




It is is yow-i^e. 




SGHBDOHIr 




Now thda attend me^ 




SFALATROr 




That boot the way. 




sdHEOiONI. 




O, true— &e flceps you fay. 


(ExiC 


SPALATRQ.. 




Shedoesr 


IFottom^ 




SCENii 
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SCENE — Drawsj aflfl dif covers nttzJstA Jlcep^ 
trig upon a zx^etfihfid Jfjafletrbeds d Tables and 
empty Bowl an it^ 

f^BJ^TOKji i^ter&with^ ^f^.JdV^i^ 

Yes, flic's aflecp.! 1^ w $li(^ ftfJ^ing joifijt? I 

Docs not my iiitcrel^ t^JJ^j^?, fhc muft die ? 

Hufli ! furc (he Ipe^s l-7-She ncvci; will fpeak more. 

Oh I fuch weak thinkings will unman mc quite. 

How deep that figh !— Her whole frame feems 
convuls'd> ■ ■ ■■ 

Can I remove her rob^ and iK>t awake her — 
(He looks ^ her Breafl^ andfe^ng a Sict^re 
Jtartsi then eagerly detatches it^ drops the 
i^gg^^y and^Jhiiddering 4/rms bach in an 
Agony of Horror^} 

Am, I ajiye I and do my eyes fee truly ? 

Or are thefe features but a fancied charm^ 

To bind that devil, which tempts me todeftrudtion ? 

Ellen ! — awake i awake ! 

(Ej-LE?*A//arr/^ u%Jfirieks^ md falls, at his Feet.) 

O favp TOQ ! fave me ! 
Spalatro wl^l deftroy me ! 

SCHE^QNI. 

Quickly, tell me. 
How cai»c yoi| bjf this fii^^ur^ ^ ' 

» % £LZ.£KA 
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ELLEN A. ^ 

*Twas my mother's. 

SCHEDONI. 

Whofe tile refeinblance — tell irie, on yOWr life ? 

• ELLENA. 

It is my father's portrait,' and— ^ 

SCHEDONI. 

His name ? 

:pLLENA, . 

The Count dc Marinella. 

SCHEDOl^L 

My child, my child— ?In mfe behold that father. 
Yet fpare nie-T— I fhall blaft you with my touch. 
Stand off! The fprings of loyd s^r^ pqifonM jicre \ 

mifery ! To have a ftar unknown. 
Beaming with bright^efs rife upon piy view. 
While all the hemilphere is ftam'd with bloocj. 
Let me gaze on thee I O th^t fweet alarm ! 

Be hufli'd my child— no danger ^all approach^ 

thee. 
rU make this breaft a bulwark to defend thee, 

1 rave ! O pardon me ! and blefs your father, 

ELLENA. 
I Hand amaz'd— Eternal Providence ! 
A father^ my deliverer ! O, Sir, tell me. 
Why the firft care I meet with from my parent 
Prefervcs the life he gave > My. infant years 

Ne'e? 
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l;Te'er kftew a daughtfer*s dtrty ; but my heart 
h apt I feel to learn its filial leffon. 

SCHEDONI. 

You fhall know all, my child. But ah f the 
drink! 

DLLENA, 
piftrufting it, I threw it down, between 
The bars of yonder window, (feeing it on the 
ground.) 

Ha \ a Dagger 1 
The viBaiii Weuld have ftabb'd me as 5 flept. 
Had not the father fav- d Oie from the blow^ 

iscHEPONi (walks front her inthegreateft Agony.) 

My Elleri, if you would not blaft my fenfes, 

Mention this fcehe no more, felot it from me- 
mory. 
Here, from this hour of terror and of tranfpor^ 
Promife, if poffible, never to think of it. ^ 't 

ELLENA, 

O, (hould I not } when it reminds my heart. 
How infinite the debt'I owe my fatheri * 

Where is Spaktro ? Send that villaiil henct. • 
Supported even by you, I dare not fee him. 

SCfiEDONI/ 

Jtie (hall not meet your eye. Retire my child* 
The njornij^g d^wns • Get on your cloak, your veil, 

Wc 
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We ^ fet OBt tjiif i«9n«n>t> Wh<»- 1 <»Ii» 
Come forth my fyntst one. XilSv/<«. ^JkiiSir^r 

Ho! $pidaU(^t 

Enter sf alatVo* t^H^ << c/Sca^r 

Here, 

Here 13 thifr cloak to hid^ the body^in, 

Villaiot be 4imfe*-raQQtbiet G^h % w^ol^ 

gPALATkO. 

What ! will OPt. *fr.life. tl^eji fu^cc yoy, fM f 

SCHEDONI, 

She lives! dear as my Hfe itfelf, 

gPALATRO, 

Sh^ UTes ! 

Where i fojr I fee up &^ of her fxift^mr^ 

SCHEDONI. 
3e fileiU { lei aa fyllable efca|)e jkoi 
Of that accurs'd defign, I will rcwaid you; 
Hope ihafl bft oiKiun by my bounty to thee. 
So thou art trufty. We pmft leave you ftrvght, 
^e not yop feen by hen H?nce good Spalatro. 

H<w 
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How badly read is defldny's dark page * / 
By man, who thinks himfelf a god in forefight«( 
To tear Vivaldi feomr his lovely bride. 
Ambition woxild have made me kiU n>y child ! 
Tet what more ^guine^wifix coM m:y foul iatm. 
Than to behold the heir of great Vivaldi 
Efpoufe the daughter of the Monk Schedoni? 
Vivaldi now ; but that ihall Ihape our courfe. 
MyEllena, approach, 

£n/^r EtLENA. 

ELLENA. 

'Here; my beft fcther. 

SCHEDOKI. 

Come, my fole pride — we will away for Rome} 
And think me not averfe to thy attachment* 
Vivaldi Ihall' be thiiw. I dote ia fondnefs. 
My heart, unus'd to be iwafcfen'd thus. 
Does like the burfting rock, gufh out in ftreams -, 
The ilood is pure, and will refine its channel. 
Coffjc^ come^ tny child— {Ex€U7il. 



SK2> er Tlffi SJTCOND ACT. 



ACT 
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ACT III. ■ 

SCENE— ^ ItalL 

Enter two familiars of the Inqm/UioUy with 
PAULLO Jlruggling. 

tAtJLLO. 

VV HAT, feparate me from my mafter ! No, burit 

me if you do* Do, good catholic bonfire-makers^ 

confider me with a little chriftian charity. What 

did i pray to come hither for but to be with him ? 

Do you think I had any defire to fee the infide of 

this infernal palace — that I came to the devil out 

of curiofity > 

ift FAMILIAR. 

Fellow, no more of this. One may fee ypu are 
a heretic by your manners. 

FAULLC* 

What, is it herefy when honefl: love f akcfs the 
muzzle off a man*s tongue for a minute or two ? 
Call me what you pleafe: Here I am, Paullo 
Mendrico, determined to perifh with my poor 
maften If this is herefy, I glory in it. . - You (hall 
find me toughly perfift in it at the ftakei andy if 
my coward tongue fail for a moment to proclaim 
it, may,! fare worfc in the next world than even 
an inquifitor. 

ad FAMILIAR^ 

Comrade^ perfuade this fool to fubmit quietly % . 
- 4 If 
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If he talks in this way mtich longer^ he will excite 
notice, and draw punifhment upon his obftinacy. 

ift FAMILIAR. 

Pray tell me; did not you fay your name was 
Paiillo Mendrico ? 

. PAULLO. 

Ye$> and I am not alhamed of it any where^ 

ift FAMILIAR. 

You are a Neapolitan. 

PAULLO. 

I am, 1 hope I need not be afliamed of thait 
either. 

ift. FAMILIAR. 

Look at me well, Paullo; don't you know me? 

PAULLO. 

Take off your death's head, and I'll try; no, 
yes, why it can't be Carlo ! what Carlo. 

ift FAMILIAR. 

The fame, a little altered may be^ 

PAULLO. 

O not at all : you were always a devilifh odd 
fellow. But what has brought you into purgatory 
before your time, Carlo? 

ift FAMILIAR. 

No matter, Paullo. Here I am, I cah't fay 

very glad to iee you in this place ; for between 

. I ourfelves 



Digitized by 



Google 



.g Til» tTALIANf MONK. 

durfeiv€8 I atxir tired of it mfiAfy but very muc& 
4ifp«>(ed M ierve you. 

PAUiLO. 

Serve me! then yoii muft fcrvc my mafter; 

Mind, Carlo ! here I fwcar beforehand to accept 

no favour he does not partake. I am come here 

for the love of My mafter, «uid wiU not be wheed* 

led by a felfifh care of my own carcafe to defert^ 

him* 

xfi rAMAlAR^ 

We will fpeak more at length to-morrow : what 

I can do I wilj. I will fliew you to your cell, and 

order all things for your comfort. 

PAULLO^ 

** Don't talk of cemfort to me;, cctofort my 

mafter* [Exeunf. 

SCENE— ^ Cell, with a Conck. 

wxKhXiiJlarts^ asfromJUep. 
Vivaldi. 
Howftrong, howvivid sire the fancy*s pidures ! 
Reality could riot imprcffs more terror 
Than I now feel from formlris phantafy. ^ 
Methought I /aw the monk of dark Paluzzij 
His cowl uplifted, frown upon my mifcry ; 
His right arm Bate, 2Lndin his^rafp a dagger. 
He pointed to the blade embath'd in blood. 
And, in a voice that thrill'd my very heart, 
CalFd me fcyr name, and bade me to atlfend him^. 
(TheiM^ni a/ttndsb^bmd the Couch in, ^c 
• - -^ Attitude dt/cribedj 
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MONK. 

Vivaldi, mark me, 

ViVALDtf 

Horror ! do I dream t 
Or waking do my fenfes ftili retain ^'''i^ 

Theimi^esoffleep? Speak yet again, 
Thou fpirit of terror ! TelL me by what pow^ 
That airy (hape, which threatened ia the glooajr 
Of night and rude Pakizzi, follows me 
To thefe clofe dens of favage fuperftition, 
And cleaves the earth to aggravate its horrors? 

MONK, , 
Liften 'till I unfold me. Well thou fay'ft 
I fought thee at Paluzzi ; there I warn'd thee 
To (hun the mifchief that has brought thee hither/ 
My prcfent taik is link'd to that vaft fhain, :,- 
Which wiflds about the life of an aflaffin, . i 

And drags him through the lapfe of time and ai5Uoi^ 
To expiate his crimes* 

VIVALPI. 

My ears are rivet ted 
To thy myilerious language ; but indmd m$ 
How I am implicated in its meaning ? 
No ftaih of murder burns in crimfon h^e. 

MONK. 

Thou'rt in the toils of fate 5 I come to fave thee. 
When next tnterfogated, fummoti before thy jwlges 
The Count de Bruno^ known now by the name 
And ftyle. Father Schedoni : accufe thou him 

I a Of 
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Of havii^ (acrific'd a guiltlefs wifct 

VIVALDL 

If on fuch admonition, I confent, 
Whict raftincfs only could refohre upon. 
What proof have I to oiFcr of thcfe fa&$ ? 

MONK, 

Cite as thy witnefs a right pious man 
Father Anfaldo : Bid him recollect 
What in confeffion was reveal'd to him 
Some fourteen years fince, on San Marco's eve* 

VIVALDI. 

How if hb memory have loft tlje fecret 
Entrufted then ? 

MONK, 
He never can forget it. 
It lives as frefhly there, as if this moment 
The lep'rous foul heav'd up the guilt before him* 

VIVALDI. 
, But how adjured will^the confeflbr break 
Tiic filcnce of confeffion ? Tis a feal 
Upon the errors of all-finning mortals, 
The claims of penitence on heavenly mercy. 
Written in bofoms fecret as the grave. 
And only legible to God himfelf, 

MONK, 

,The Inquiiition can abfolve this filence. 
Stand thou refolv'd to execute my bidding, 

4 If 
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If thou ihalt difobey, eicpefk a fate. 

Such as he merits, who would ftay the (broke 

Offended Juftice levels at the guilty, 

VIVALDI* 

But fay wilt thou be prefent at the trial ? 

MONK. 

I will, perhaps invifibly to thee. 

yet we (hall meet, and in the hall of death. 

[The Monk defcends, 

VIVALM. fJfide.J 

Wlien will thefe myfteries clear up ta my reafdn? 
If I Ibould tell how I have been commanded. 
Would not they deem p)C frenzied, orfubom*d 
By fomc malicious foe to (lander innocence ? 
1 cannot without further proof r 

f turning round. J ha ! vanif^'d ? . 
I have heard of fpirits unblefs'd, who fought thi| 

world,' 
To madden folitude and urge deftnsuaion. 
But heeded not the tales, as bed^tid fancies, 
TTie foul creation of perturbed brains. ^ 
J (hall believe 2dl quickly — pin my faith 
To gofsip legends, and, with pious awe. 
Hold midnight peopled with releafed fouls. 
The thing looked corporal; its motion earthly j 
And all its vifage lightened with the glare 
Of human vengeance, I niuft fearch this deepen 
What ho ! the guard without there ! Speak to me^ 
jBoUs undrawn* Enter two of the Guard, 

;ft GUAR©. 

What would you ? 
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ad GUARD. 

Speak. ' 

VIVALDI. 

Have any cnt^*d here ? . • 

ift GUARD. 

When? 

VIVALDI. 
Why now, within thef laft half hour, 

ad GUARD. 

He dreams. A likely thing iiideed. Pray tell mfe 
Are lioors like thcfe eafily penetrable ? 

VIVALDI. 
Nay, but be very certain I conjure you ; 
If you have flept, fay 'fo, V\t not accufe you. 

: ift GUARD. ' ' ' 

We fleep— -No, Sir, we value life too highly, 

VIVALDI. * * ' 
My friends, in.fol^mo ^arneilneis lafkt. 
Is there no other entrance to this cell ? 

'24^0UAHD*,* . ^ 

None; you nce^xmiy a&, your ^ef that queftioiJU 

d Beilftrikcf. 

That bdi informs us we muft leacl you lience 
For fccret fcrutiny. 

' VIVALDI. 

*Tis very ftrange. 
Come lead me thither, fiiends. I am loil in it. 

[ExeunL 



SCENE 

> r 
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SCEN£r—TA<?' Ccimtry about Rome^ ^ ■ 
scHDONi leading in ellena, 

SCHEDONI. * 

Believe me, child,^ wliatever I have feem'd, : • 
And I take fhamc to mc for paft ncgledt. 
You Ihall find in your late recovered father 
As fond a zeal to chcrifti and indulge t 

As ever nature kindled in the parent. 

^LLENA. 

I have no wilh but one ungratifijed. 

I had been taught to think that both my pa«n<^ 

Died ere I felt their lofs«, 1 find a father. 

And his firft kindnefs fnatches me from death. 

The wprking ftream of accident indulges 

A further hope. O, does my mother live ? 

SCHEDONI. 

My child the hope is vain. Yet know, thou dear one^ 

I would rejoice, fo fhe were but alive> ^ . 

T6 make my bed upon the flinty rock, 

Its fcanty mofs my pillow, and its roots. 

The meagre diet of my failing age ; 

To quit cv'n thee for folitude and penance. 

So I could tett my foul Matflda Wd: ' ^*" - 

• ELtENA. ' 
Ah, Sir, how died my mothet f 

SCHEDONI. * 

Spare me, Ellen;* 
I would preferve thy 'love, my gentle cfiild. 
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Let Conovr for the errors of thy &then 
Subdue thy curiofity. 

ELLENA. 
I yield me. 
And in the gratitude for whal is giv*n. 
Sink the regret for thit which I have loft. 

SCHEDOKI. 

But to niy purpole. The youtig Count Vivaldi 
Is on flight accufation now confined^ 
Thi5 reafon of oor journey hither child 
Is his deliverance, which my influence 
Will render eafy. 

ELLENA, 

Poes my father view 
Withpleafure that attachment in hb child i 

SCHEDOKl. 

It is moft welcome to me. And his family 

Will be propitio\is now to the alliance. 

Enter id Fami l i ar, an OJiccr of the Inqutfition. 

OFFICER. 

Stop \ You, Marinella Count de Bruno, of late 
known by the name of Father Schcdoni, I am or- 
dered to bring before the Inquiiition. 

SCHEI>ONI. 

Officer I obey and willingly. 
It was to appear before them I came hither. 
Let this young lady be beilow'd wkh kindneis 
Till the a0air that fumnxons me be finifh'd. 

Ol^FICER* 
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OFFICER. 
She may command the beft' accommodation we 
can-beflow, or take up her refiden<^ within the city* 
ELLENA. 

No, I wiU'nevipr quit thee,- my::dei^;fat}|br.- 

To Schedoni, . 

Sir, lead me where this reverend prleft is* going. 
Place yNith you is nothing. ' (To SchcdonL/ 

'*** [Exeunt > 

.. , SCENE— ^' Cell in the^Prifqn. ■ 

PAtTLLo alo7ie.^^^ , . 
' Heigho! I am qurte. deceived, and as melan- 
choly p.s: St. Bruno.* O for a: little lively, adive 
torture to rouze my mind out of the vappur^i \ 
begin to find that th^ quejtion is a very friendly 
call upon a- man's bones ; and prevents his foul 
from dropping 'dead afleep in the black ugly lilence 
of a prifoh. 

What did I cotne here for, do they think? 
Why, to fliare my matter's fate to be fure ; and 
here I know no more- what he fufFers^ than if the 
fame roof did not fhelter us. Their Reverences 
overlook me. Perhaps they don't think a poor 
fervant worth their notice. What's this ^ prece- 
dence in purgatory ? Zounds I could give up my 
fhare in my mailer's good fortune ; but his cala- 
mities ^re a common ftock j ^nd I h^vc as much 
right to fuffer as he ha^,,- ., . - 

Enter cKKhQ^ 

CARLO. , , 

Well, PauUo. How are you man } You are 
likely to get over this bufinefs ^afily I fjnd.' 
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PAUILO. 

What do you call eafy ? I would fooner leap into 
the bowels of Vefuvius, than pafs^nother day here. 
CARLO. 

Why, I call it eafe, tnefcape tht thumb-fcrew. 
You perhs^s may call ftretching upon the xack, 
baiking upon rofes j and hope to crown a life of fuch 
good works, by iht flaming zeal of ah tL^ pf faith. 

PAULLO. 

Ha ! how ! «rh4t Count Vivaldi march in an 

Auto da fe? for "what Carlo ? 
- CARLO. 

Why, don't you know yet ? For hengfyj riiah^ 
to be fure. 

PAULLO. 

Herefy 1 they belye him ! Upon my foul they 
do, I never knew a better chriflian. But how 
com^s the wind to h^ve chjng'd ? It m^y be facri- 
lege to rob a church even of a fucking lifter, but 

facrilege is not herefy. 

CARLO, 
Why, ^t the examination laft night, he Was alke4 
whether he never broke in upon an aft of penance^ 
and drovjp away a Monk from the Ihrine faefor§ 
which he was confeffing. 

PAULLO; 
Why, I do remember hearing him fay that he 
bad Ihaken up the confcience of a rafcally Baldpate, 
who h^d doixe hijn fome (hrewd turns, 
CARLO. 
That is the fubjeft of his accpfation then. You 
ibe how far my friejidfhipforyou ftretches, PauUo. 
Aftd upw rU truft you with 4 fecret, J am weaj^ 
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^ being whipper-in here* Pll retire, and, contrary 
to xftceived cuftom^ without a penfian^ give up the 
key3ofoi5c» andabfcond. You fliall accompany 
ijfte. (Fiotifcajingt.) 

PAULtO. 

But hufh ! hark < \v4^t voice is that > My den 
HUift be near the road fide. (againO Listen, again* 
1 know that vcttce, O bl«6 its fweet pipe. 'Tis 
my own, dear Fiojefca. f again J 
SONG. 
A Maiden bewailing her true i©ver*s fate, 
Along the flinty way, -^* 
. Sadly journeyed night and day^ 
Till (he came to his prifon gate. 

CARLO. 

Would you like to fee her ? 
PAULLO. 

Aik your own heart, n>an. 
CAJ11.0. 
Then you (hall.. I can open a poftern her6 in 

the wall, and introduce' her.^ But, no raptures 

mind you. The walls are fo unus'd to- any found 

, of joy, it might, have a very (ad effeft upon them. 

(carlo goes outf and brings her in to paullo.) 

FJQI^ESCA. 

Oh, my poor Payllp I 

PAULLO. 

My love ! (They embrace.) Well, but tell me, 
you dear rogue, how you have come alone, all 
this tedious jourpey, to fing at the dogr of my cage ? 

FIORESCA. 

J don^t know, Paullo s I i>eeded little by the 
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way; for your misfortune was the only thing t 
thought about. Love inftrufted me in a road 
unknown ;. and at night, when I lay me down by 
the way-fide, I lifted my thoughts to the Virgin, 
and rofe refrefti'd and fafe. 

CARLO. 

Come, PauUo, you have now a fair opportu- 
nity ; evening is throwing her grey cloak over the 
Campagna ; we may efcape together. 

FIORESCA. 
A thoufand, J^houfand bleffings on you,— ^ — 
Bijt, PauUo, you are dull — Does not my PauUo 

rejoice to fee me ?./ 

PAULLO. 

O yes, my girl. But you muft go alone. 

FIORESCA. 

Alone ! - 

PAULLO. 

Yes : I muft remain here. 

CARLO. 

: How ! is the lad diftrafted ? 

PAULLO. 

• No : never more in my fenfes. I prefer my 
duty to my pleafures — I ftay here with my matter. 

- . • FIORESCA. . . 

Confidcr, Paulloi yau can do him no good; 
you cannot bear his pain fot him. 

PAtJLLO. . '• 

How do you know that ? I can bear it with^. 
nim: and as to the good I may. do him, I feel 
mylelf, at this 'moment, how dear is the confola- 
tion qi oxiwe who loves us. (Kiffes hetj .Fiprefca, 
my good girl, don't try to make me a traitor. 
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The firft ilep from rigit is fatal ; and what fe* 
curity would you have, who cheriflied a viper in 
your breaft, which you had feen fling the hand 
that gave it food ? 

FIORESCA. 

I (hall never, never fee you more. 

PAUtLO. 

Why then yoti have now feen the beft of me. 

FIORESCA. 

Ah, dear! would mailers, think ye, go fuch 
lengths for their fervants ? 

PAULLO. - - 

Why, I don't know, nor is ^f material : I ne- 
ver knew that attachment was an affair of barter. 
When my heart tells me it is my duty to flay, I 
(hall never rummage up mv brain for motives to 
run away from it. Carlo will guide you ; and I 
will look after you till my eye-firings crack. 
TRIO. 
LOVE no toil regarding. 
All its pains rewarding, 
Bleffing, diflrefling. 
No danger can affright : 
In low's fweeteft anguifh, 

Whilfl thrilling with the pain. 
Who'd not willing languifh. 

Nor think the fuffering vain ? 
Then let lovers think them blefl. 
Nor repine at froward fete ; 
» In each ^ others arms careft, 

. , .Their blifs is perfeft, tho' 'tis late. 

[Exeunt carlo <J[/^rfJlORBscA. 
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SCENE— ^ Gethic Hall. 
VIVALDI enters with ellena- 

" VIVALDI. 

^ My EUena ! do I once more behold thee ? 
" Let this embrace be as the feal of fate> 
** And join our hearts for ever. 

*• ELLENA. 

« O, Vivaldi ! 
" To fee th^ thus, in freedom oiid at eaie, 
" Is fuch excefs of joy, that all the p^ins 
" EndurM fince laft y^e met are blotted out, 
" \Ji^c th^ fpft tjmces of the ,moming dream." 

** VIVALDI. 

But (ay, my life, how has the interval 
Of reparation .wrung that gentle bread ? 

ELLENA. 

Briefly— When torn from thee, 'before the altar, 
I was condufted to a dreary hovel, 
*Gainft which the angry fea dafhes in vain. 
The haunt of dark aflHflins. ThereSpalatro, 
At dead of night, had fliabb'd me while I refted. 
But Heav'n was wakeful, though half nature flept. 

Sent my deliverer-.— and in him a father^ 

VIVALDL t* 

Merciful powers !—^a father .? 
Now liften to my tale, which, tho* :kfs perilous. 
Is not lefs . full of wonder. Hither . brought. 
One night I .fturted f?om a fev'iiih dream 
Of that d^rk mc>nk> whom J have told thee of; 
Wlien lo ! clofe to myjcouch, the boding pjiantom 
Gl^ry on me, meniw:ing. His atm-was bare, 
4^slAn:Hi3 gr>{jp a dagger. 
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In fiercfe and awful accents he denounced 
Th' affaffin who had us'd it ; and, for |>roof. 
Bade me to call the holy Prieft who heard 
The wretch himfelf confefs the favage murdfer 
Of his own wife. Ev*n now 1 have 6bey'd him. 
But O, my Ellen, think 6f my furprife. 
To find our foe, Sch6d6ni, was that villain, 

Kl-LENA- ' ' , ■ 

What (M Vivaldi P-.-Was Schedpni he ? 
Hon-orof hertors 1 (Jkfjiandsin difAbafnaxemenL} 

ViVAiW. 

What meajis rky better fdf ?---fpBftk plainlfio ibe* 
Dt&rq^ me not by this JbttWiad'mng (l:4a|XMr, 

.. ELLfeNA. . 

What haft ihoia done ?--A nHwderet !-Schedoni \ 
M^nier a.w^e !-»— a naother then 1 — ^^^-^land I^-rr — 

{Faints in his armf^ 

. VIVALDI. 

My fenies ftflgger with this ^low tmknown, 
gchedooi! — Qmi he be thea?-^*Tis impoffible^-^ 
sciiEi>ONi enters^ guarded. • 

^ . , SCMEDONL 

J^ay, feed the blood that fcarcely warms her heart; 

Thy Aeel \fcfc merciful to thofe lafli wpjds. 

That helliA hatred teveird at my life* 
vivXLDi. 

Yet tell me,'tho' the found (hCuldftrikeltie dead j 

'(And fure, xf thgp'be he, death were moil welcome) 

Sgeak, 'ah4 prevciit my ^ligftioia, 

.. Thy worilcfbars 
fist realize^ — thy tengeaiKe is complete. 
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Tears frdm thee thy Ellena. — In one word, 
I am her father. 

VIVALDI. 

The parent of my love ! O fatal raflinefs ! 
Thus proftrate at your feet behold me, father : 
In mercy take the life which has deftroy'd you. 
While yet death's counterfeit (its on her bro^Y, 
And veils the glance> that kills with its reproach^ 
Let me expire ; nor ever view thofe beams> 
That I have ftfSiJgled in ^ fea of vblood. . 

SCHEDONI. 

Ko^ live, — ^To die is rapture to thft ^wretched. 

My Ellena — foft, (he revives, 

j;llena, (coming Jlotvly to herfelf, at lafi fees 
scHEDOi^i bending over her^ tip&n-wbichj with 
a fudderr RecollectioHy Jhe Jkriek^ franticly) . 
My mother ! 

SCHEDONI. 

I cannot bear this. L^ad me- to ypur-celkj 
, Employ jmheard-of engines to torment me t 
Your iron whips, your fires, your breaking wheels. 
Are Eden to the hell that burns within ms- 

• ^ [Biijhes'out. 
EL Lena (g^^t'f^g wildly on vfviiLDi.) . 
Vivaldi! (then to the Guard) 
Lead me to the dungepi;i of my father. 

/ [^Exeunt "feverallii. 

The Chamber of fecrct Examination-r-The mojik 
fitting in" hk Miquifitor' s Garb, 

scHEi>ONi ^'broifgRt' in. 
' * : . SOHEl>DNI.\ .;, -^ . 

Mod holy Father^ kt oM bnrakJjjyaiwghijarms,/ 
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And, by confefBon of my crimen liifmifi . 
The frigid toil of flow and arecpirtg-proo£ * 
I am a wretch for whom no hope remains ^ 
In being, and do therefore beg tQ di^, 

ANSALDO, 

Does this defpair proceed from ^onfeience, fbn f * 
Or from unlook'd for proofs of your offences ? 

SCHEDONI, 

From both. But deem not th^t I flate it fo 
To (hun, . by forrow for repented guilt. 
One torture of my puniftiment. By heaven 
I could as foon clafp Ethd ^^jfi^^^S^^ 
And think his flaming fountain: Were the foft 
Dcfcending fhower that dews the brcaft of earth, 
As feel th^ mifery that rages in me, 
And hear of mercy, 

ANSALDO. 

Yet fubdue defpair ! 
Jt is rebellion to true penitence. 
Which half obliterates recorded fin, 
With gentle tears, 

SCHEPONI. 
r have been all my life 
The Have o^j^^fBon in its fierce excefs. "^ 
I had a wil^thad ! for fhe lives not now. 
Whom mofl injurioufly I treated— She, 
Of high ipdign^nt fpirit,; with difdaiii 
Requited my negle(^7^tifl jealoufy. 
Of th^t, which I contemn'd, feiz*d on my braiHi 
And made me vigilant o*er whish I hated. 
My jealoufy (oon finked Out an objeft. 
One day ^e^l^jniflg ftopa^^^iley ab^nce, . 

h 
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I overhear*d wliatt«}iurned me to frenzy, 
I hi9d me to a latticet and beheld 
The traitor on his knees befoie my wife^ 
Whether (he .mfe, reiehting his addrefs» 
Or that (he heard my ftep, I cannot fay. 
I did not paufe to queftion) bat (traight ruih'd. 
To ftab the villain who had wronged me— He 
Efcap'd my vengeance— rage demanded prey--* 
My wife rcceiv'd the poinard, and I fled, 

ANSALDO. 

fatal raihnefs ! well do J remember 
The occafioA idid Aie crime. 

V, 6CHEOONI, 

How, you remember ! 

ANSALDO, 

Yes ! Count dc Bruno ! or memory mull. faiL 

1 was the fuitor of your beauteous wife, 

SCHEDONI, 
Say, was (lie innocent ! 

ANSALDO, 

She was moft innocent. 
Stung with remorfe, I hurried from the world 
And took the cowl — In the confeflional 
Upon St, Marco's eve, fome fourteen vears fince. 
Your forrows in the filence of the ni^fm 
Breath'd through the grate, and waken'd all my own, 

SCHEDONL 

Were you then that Anfaldd ! 'Gracious powers [ 

AN3ALDa . 
Nothing more fure. J'^fought unknown your 

convent, , . i • ^ <^ •' •" . • 
Became your friend, to frtrflirate your defigns. 
And lure that fiend ambition from your breaft» 
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Which ftiU you noiHiftiM in the cloiftefs glooxo^ 
I am the Monk of Fort Paluzli— Ifer *• 
Who fought to fnatch Vivaldi from your fnare. 
What more I ^m, a gentler tongue fhall tell* 
Come forth, Olivia. 
The Sifter^ narfied olivia, at San Stepham^ 

enters. 
(ohiyih advanoeh and throws ajide her FeiL) 

scHEDONi (ftarting.) 
It is my wife, my murderM innocent. -"^^ 
Matilda, : fpeak, art thou thus very (he ? 
Or does my guilty mind create thp^ Y^^' 
To heights my defpair by vain ijl^jfion ? 

OLIVIA, 
I ai^ Matilda, more rejoic'd to view 
This change wrought in the heart, than I could be 
To dafp the wi^thy honours of the world. 
And hear a nation ftyle m^ fovereign.: 
viVALpi and ellena are brought it^-^elxxna 
runs to the feet of ohiyi A. 

ELLEN a. 

My dear preferver — ^Ah, that veil you gave mc 

SCHED.ONL 

Didft thou J«^ow thy veil upon Ellena ? 

^F OLIVIA. 

J did J what means ? 

SCHEDONI. 

Woman, Ihe is thy child. /Mej/j^y into each otheri- 

arms.) • 

ANSALDO. 

Such is my triumph o'er miftak^ paffion.- - 

A tranfport greater than ev'n love can giv? J , « 
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Or rather, it is love (ubliniM and pttig'd i 
From all its feilfual earthly properties. 

Enter a Second familiar. 

Zd FAMILIAR. 

Count Vivald!, yonder is a fellow. 
The moft outrageous that I ever handled. 
He fwears and dances — feys hc'U^cat his .way 
Through iron bolts and chains to reach his mafter« 

VIVALDI. . f 

Let him come to us-— 'lis my faithful Baullo. 
PAULLO {'runs in. J 

PAUI.LO, 

What's this? Did! hear truly,? Is my mafter 
fiife r Free from th« foul claws of thefe harpies ? 
I could dance— I could fing — I could laugh. 
Foigive me i but I feel J muft cry> OT my heart 
will burft. 

VIVALDI, 

But who are thefe — PauUo, fee who come yonder^ 
CARLO brings in fioresca, 

CARLO. 

There is no need of flight— Behold iffl^ free. 
** I have fed long enough on fighs and groans, 
" Let me enjoy a little tranfport, will you ? 
^* Think us not void of feeling, though our ofEce 
" It is to punifti guilt. Believe me, friends, 
" There is no ear that loves ^he voicp of pain. 
« And thofe tou^ fmews that apply the torture^ 
♦* Shake often at the work. Nor is his cheek, 
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«^ Who fuffcrs, th* oidy c»fie bedeAfd with tears*** 
My fellows tometo greet y^ifl: gtod acquittal 

SCHEDONI. 

We thank them heartily. Be h^^py^ children^ 
Matilda, join your tepediaipri with me^ 
May it fail thick in tieffednefs upon you i 
And let one throB of charitable pity 
Soften the cenfiire of your Erring father. 
Come^ niy Maf ilda. Our Vemaihs of lifer 
Shall yet be footh'd by harmony and peace. — ^"' 
Let all who/hoir me ^ii^ a¥^y .|ii)bity>iit 
For O, I toow tto hi^ m awaorfelefs, ^ 
The bonds of duty fhrivel in her bla2^e. 
And nature is the viftim at her altar, 

/BJLj^hti> {t0 Fiortfca.^ 
Do you hear that n^y delicate anchovy ? Fiorefca, 
girl, keep down^ ambition; 1 ktiow what heart 
thofe eyes aim at, but beware j and yet if it lb 
pleafc my lord Vivaldi, I care not if they hit their 
mark. 

•iriTAi&ri 
Take her, g<io^ PauUo, and my favour with her, 

SCHEDONI. 

' Now go we. on to Naples. There fives one 
Who muft partake our joy, and my regrets, 
Then will we to the Convent oi my love. 
And praife the power who tfiumplis in the heart* 

FINALE, 
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F IN 4 L E. 

CfiORtJS. 

SO rfiall wc aU frofti forrow icll ! 
So fhall our future fiours ht bleft t 

High heav*n to praife. 

Our voices raife j 
And every mercy be confeft I 

PAULLO; 

In chearful ftrsuns^ Fiorefc^ we 
^ill fpeak our thaiiks for liberty! 

So (hall our future tranfports prove^ 
Heaven pleas'd to cherifh ^nirtuous love$ 

Chorus repeaieit. 
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' . SPOKEN b^kki c. kemble; 

From Ae^S^agyritte fsrai?^ W a wtic pfdJaiawt 
To the carpers who now in our ifland abound, 
It has ftill been allow'd that to write a good play. 
Is a talk fomcwhat hard, whether folemn or gay. 
Such indeed was the cafe when the world was but young. 
And from Nature^s rough hand bold originals fprung i 
'Ere the polifli of manners had levell'd each clafs. 
And ftrong featur'd charaAers mark'd the whole mafs. 
Yet a dramatift then, from examples fo rife. 
Need but juft look abroad and take copies from life. 
But mankind, (ince thofe days, have been fketch'd o'er 

and o'er, 
And the Stage caa but give what it gave you before* 
Nay, one mighty genius, with wonderful art 
Pervaded our nature, and ranfackM the heart ; 
Hence the works from his hand are fo vivid and true, 
That Time can but merely retouch what he drew* 
After fuch a defcription, if Shakfpeare we name, 
*Tis but faying what time (hall for ever proclaim. 
And fince then, the Stage has exhaufted our race, 
And has {hewn each degree thro' the marvellous fpace 
* Twixt the fage and the fop, and the good and the 

bafe, 
A dramatift now can but hold up his glafs. 
And fimply exhibit the times as they pafs; 
Content to pick up, as he faunters along, 
Some anomalous beings, that ftdrt from the throng ; 
And fuch, we prefume, to bring forward to-night : 
But our Bard aims at no individual in fpite ; 
He draws from the fpecies, and thinks he may fay, 
You may find of fuch beings a tribe every day* 

To 
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To prevent difappointmcnt, but not to forcftal/^ 
To one little hint your attention we call i 
For this 'tis but right we (hould tell of his plan— < 
Tou muft fancy a female is really a man ; 
Not merely conceal'd in the nianly array, * 
But a man, bona-fidcy throughout the whole play i 
This we own, as it dfe might your feelings perplex^ 
Since (he charms you fo much in her own proper fer^ 
And now of t)us dread — but this merciful court, 
A Bard, full of terrors, once more begs fupport ; — 
Ah ( kindly adopt the new brat of his brain, 
Vou lave often endur'd bittr>-*Hpndttrc him again^ 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Old WOODLAND 

Young WOODLAND 

SCATTER 

SPUNGE 

FARMER COLE 

WILLIAM 

Sir EDWARD BLOOMLY 



Mr. SUETT. 
Mr. C. KEMBLE, 
Jdr. PALMER. 
Mr. BANNISTER, 
Mr. JDOWTON. 
Mr. TRUEMAN. 
Mrt. yORDAff. 



Mrs. SCATTER 

STELLA 

^UNOR BLOOMLY 



Mi/t POPE. 
Mifs STEfTART, 
M'fi De fAMP. 



SCENE 9^ A sBA-roKT towh, ahp tb9 cpviTT^T 

AltOVMP IT, 
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CHEAP LIVING 



COMEDY. 



- ACT I. 

An, Apartment in old Woodland's Houfe. 

Scatter and Mrs. Scatter difcovered fitting 
at a Table. 

Scatter. UVritingJ] . 

,X HREE times five is fifteen — fifteen and 
twenty two is forty — no— ^thirty and carry five— 
and — pQia ! — I can't nor I wo'n't endure it — • 
a man of my faihion turn fteward, clerk, ac- 
comptant ! 

Mrs. Scat. [Mending linen.^ And a woman 
of my faftiion turn hoqfekeeper, dair^-maid, 
ftocking-mender ! --- ah ! Tm much obhged to 
you, Mr. Scatter, for reducing me to this humi- 
liaAing fituation. ^ . ' 

Scat.. I reduced yo^i? — 'twas your owq 
imprudence that ruined us — your love of play ^ 
— your infatiable paffion for caifino, hazard, 
faro — that drov? us from London. 

B TVfr$. 
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. Mrs. ScAt^ How dare you fay Sa^. Sir^*-' 
when you know your fortune was never injured 
by my gawiog J. ^ . ^ - . . , . .-^ 

Scat. Wasn't itP — wfcy, did n't ^ou lofe 
thoufands night after night ? 

Mrs. Scat. Yes: but did 1 pay them.^-~ 
was n't I fo careful of vdy husband's money, that 
I did n't pay even for the cards on which I loft 
it? — No, Sir -r-'twaa, your ^e:i^ravagance that 
undid us — your buying horfes^, carriages, and 
houfcs. — Oh I if you had been (Economical — 
if you had cojwed my exBmpie^ i, 

Scat. Well ! I did copy your example — ?» 
I never paid for them ': and if ^ou talk ofbeing 
ceconomical, what married couple ever lived 
cheaper than we have done? — The fa^ is, "we 
^ never had a (hilling : and though each married 
the other io hope«^ pf i«akiiig at (qrt)m^,^ you 
know, when we tanife tQ ^ft.church, we had n^t 
cafli enough to pay the parfon's fees. 

Mrs. Scatw'. i' do, Jmf:- aiid what fignifies 
wrangling?-— if you will but mind your ^ae-» 
counts, and attapt yourfelf to my uncle -s paftpml 
plan of life— come — come —proceed, ps we 
tiavc ' begun — continue -to- make him. bdieve 
we hate London^ loveretirement, aiod are a moft 
fond, afFefUpnate, domeftic couple* 
/Scat. -Ah* ! that's hard work, Kilty. 

Mrs. Scat. It is indeed !— -and then to turn 
fhepherdefs, as he caHs ifte— 
' Scat. Ay! to rife at five — dine at Aree 
— go to bed at ten — • wake at fbur, and n©* 
fleep a wifak- for the infernal chirruping 6? the 
cocks and hetis ! and all for what ? —for the 
chance of his fortune after his death I — I tell 
you. what — if he dxm't die foon» I certainly fhalL 

Mrs. 
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• Mi*. Scat^ - Nay-^nay-— our hopes don't 
all depend On hh death. *4- The bank — think 
of his bank in the: neighbouring flea-port town 
— if we can wheedle him out of a (hare in 

. ScJLT. ImpofiibIet--^he defigns it for his fon 
—or elfe^ th^ '$ the vety thing — a bank, and I 
partner in it ! -*-'^life ! how L would difcount — 

• Mrs. Scat, Dilcoiint ! • 
Scat* Ay— -my own notes — nobody's clfe. 
Mrsf. Scat. Well ! welH —only hide your 

clovdo foot a little longer — don't kt him know 
we left London for debt : and my life on't, the 
bank «nd the eftate witt both be ours ^— his 
fob has iTehaved ill abroad : and if be dilinherits 
- him*-** ■": .': 

-ScAt. You are his heirefs^ and then, we'll 
bnce nStord revel in the joys of London— *ah ! 
how I do figh for St, James's-ftreet ! 
—Mrs. Scat. And I for Bond-'ftreet 1 

S c It. I for hazard } 
^:Mr9. Scat* And I for faro — oh, my dear 
dear hufband !— ^you've fet me on the rack ; and, 
iKough there arc no cards in the houfe, can't we 
invent' fome ^me ? -r-* flop — here's my uncle ! 
we Ve another gaiHe #o play- now — remember 
j^e 're a loving man arid wife. . . 

Scat. I will — we're a loving man and wife. 
[BoikJiHing dthffnJ]. 

Enter Old Woodland. . 

Wood. There they fit —fond happy pair !— 
C5ood moming^to you both --^ well ! — nqt tired 
of the country yet ! 

Mrs. ScATt N03 Sir — here we enjoy health 
^^ ""^ B 2 and 
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and content — but . in London — • oh t I was 
never free from the heart-ache, [i^orim^.] 

Scat. Nor I from the head-ache — Cany 
over — 32-12-5. Ifyri^mg.] 

Wood. Poor fouls ! — ^But have you left no 
friends you wifli to fee ? — I dare fay, now, Mr» 
Scatter was much ibught after in London. 

Scat. Sought after! yes — I was. Sir; but 
#hen- it was by people I wiflied to get rid of -« 
by rude — unpoliflied — fum total 82-4-6. 

WoQP. Rude ! ~- ah, there's .mddem man- 
ners for you-^that's the reafon I hate London— p- 
never go near it, or fee any body that comes 
from it-^Ha! ha !-^ it's very droll '-^ but I, 
know fo little of What V going forward in the 
metropolis, that you and my niece might have 
quarrelled all day, and gambled all night, and I. 
been ne'er the wifer f— you might indeed ^-rha ! 
ha! ' 

Mrs. Scat. Hal ha!-*- that's veiry gobd-^ 
I and my dear hufband quarrel and game ! 

W6oi>. Not: that I fuppofe fuch a thing ; no f 
I believe you're a pattern of all that's corrcift' 
and regular— r but I've no correfpondents*-?! 
fefe no company, and don't even take in a newC- 
paper, -r- Come tr- egad ! now " you're" come 
down, I think, I muft humour you there— ^ I 
muft take in a ncwfpaper* 

Mrs. Scat. Do : I fliould like it of all things. 

Scat. So fhould I — I'm very fond of reading 
the law reports and the debates. 

Wood. Are you? — then curfe me, if I 
wonder at your having the head-ache^— I never 
read either, but it brings on a giddinefs di- 
reaiy, ^ ' 

EfUer 
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Enter a Servant. 

#. '. • 

Servant. Sir— Sir—- my young mafier is juft 
' arrhred from France. 

Wood. My fon ? , 

SfiRv. Yes, Sir—- he is pow at the park gate. * 

Wood. Then let him ftay there — tell him I 
hy (o — we'Uhaveno modern manners here— " 
flop— ril tell him myfelf. 

Mrs. Scat. What's the matter, uncle ? * — how 
has your for^ offended you ? 

Wood. Read that letter — that's all; read? 
that letter ^— I fend him to Marfeilles to tifit hb 
uncle^ and fee how he paffes his^time ! read. 

: Mrs. Scatter \rmding the lctter.1 
« Dear Brother, 

.** Since my laft, your fon has been ab- 
** fent from my houfe a fortnight ; arid after 
*' fearching in vain for him all over Marfeilles, 
** I at laft found him living at a fmall inn in 
*^ th^ jieighbouring foreft, with an Englifh girl, 
** whom he had betrayed under a promife of 
** marriage, --r- 1 foon Separated them: but he 
*^ fecretly returned to the inn ; and finding her 
^* gone, he has purfued her to England — this is 

« his hiftory r" ^ 

Old Wood. Ay, there — there — after the 
pains I have taken with him, to have him turn 
out the charg.£ter I of all others deteft — a man 
of intrigue ■— • a man of fafhion — 

Mrs. Scat. Nay, this is nothing new* — ^your, 
fon -was always of a gallant difpofition; and 
V^hen he vifited us in London, \ye were aftually 

3 ' obliged 
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obiiged to lock up pur ward Stella^ to prevent 
his carrying her off. 

• Scatter. Tis very true. Sir : and I ihoiild 
be forry to prejudice you more againft htm | 
but had you feen the defignipg glances he threw 
atukywife— , 

Old Woop. What! -^ would the fcoundrel 
have' marred your domeftic happinefs ? . 

Scat. Vm not apt to be jealous — far from 
. it. Sir -r^ if your fon had taken my wife to a 
fbreft, I fhou'dn't have felt one jealous pangj-^ 
fliould I, my life? 

Mrs* Scat; No — that you wou'd*nt| my 
ibul^— but when a couple i? fo hanpy — . 

Wood. It ought to be death to him that parts 
them ! *— Oh the reprobate 1 whj,^ here's a pretty 
fellow to man^ige a bank — -. 

Scat, What did you fay, ,Sir ? — manage your 
bank! 

Wood* Yes :«~I meant to make him a partT 
ider. 

Scat. Oh, my dear Sir, that will never dol— 
your intereft will be exhaufted in the purlieus 
of Co vent Garden^^ aud your principal in the 
Court of King's Bench, and Doaors' Commons: 
•^however, don't judge too haftily. Sir — hear 
what he has to fay. 

Woob/rwill: l*irgo direftly, and my hie eg 
ftiall accompany me — come : —Oh ! Mr, Scatter, 
as you*re niy hew fteward, ydu kiiow, I-ve a lit- 
tle bufiriefs for you to tfanfaft forty niiiles off:— 
Ah f I fee you're angry, niece — 1 fee you can't 
bear bein^, feparated two whole' days from the 
darling obje6t of your afFeftibn. * 

Mrs. Scat. Oh Sir ! — - Tm ever ready to Sa- 
crifice my own happm^fs, to promote yours* ' 

Wood, 
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•' Wood. Kbd^ dtfmtenelled creature ^—^wdl 

•—'tis about purchafing an eftate, Mr. Scatter; 

and if you'U come to my ftudy in half an hour, 

' Vn give vou full inftru£tions and plenty -~ plenty 

cf depoht money -^. 

^' Scat. Will you, Sir?~Qh! thefe wiH be 
rare holidays -i- farewell, Kitty. 

Wood. Farewell, Kitty ! ^^fnimickin/\ What ! 
^U that all ^ when you're going to part for two 
long days ? •— come, come, don't let me to fpoil 
fport — falute her. 

Mrs. Scat. Sir, we never do, upon my honour. 

Scat. Never, upon my foul, Sirr— ^sdeath! 

—I hav'n't kifs'd her fince the honey-moon^ 

Wood. Plha ! — don't I know you are pant- 
ing to embrace each other?— -come— - [AiK and 
Mrs. Scatter kifs each other; and turn away, in dif^ 
il^-l — There — there *s connubial happinefe ! 
Oh ! I wifli my reprobate fon had feen thfe ;-~ 
who, who would be a rake, when fuch are the 
joys of matrimonial love ? [^Exeunt. J 

Scene a Farm Houfe, and view of thefeax 

\ Enter StELLA. 

^ Stei. So-7- while my guaiKliw and, hig wife 
^re engaged id their new occupations of fteward 
and houlekeeper,. Fve ftole torth to vifit my 
dear Elinor. — I wonder what can induce a gi^l 
of her fank and fortune to liveJn this fequeftered 
ipot ; biit whenever I touch on the fubj^£t> I fee 
it agitates her, and therefore Fll diftrds her no 
inDre:*rrha! — ^fomebody^s coming— r I'll enter 
the .hou&^aod^ in partaking her fociety> enjoy th^ 
-.- ■> only 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



9 CHEAP LIVING: 

only gratification I now knolv. [Exit imo tie 
Farm HoufiJ] ' ^ . 

EtttirMx, Scatter^ ^WElinor Bloomlt. 

Scat. I tell you you're the very thing — Vm 
going a dull journey, and want an agreeable 
companion in a poft-chaife— come now— Fll 
bring you fafe back, and we'll have fuch a lov- 
ing excurfion 

Elinor. This from a ftranger ! — leave me, I 
infift. Sir. 

Scat. You're wrong — upon riiy foul, you're 
wrong: for I give you fair notice— I never 
failed with a woman in my Jife : and ia this re* 
tired fpot, where we both want fociety — 

Elinor. I want no focjety — I am dependent 
on myfelf, and feel more happinefs in a quiet 
communion with my own heart, thaii in the 
noify intercourfe of mankincL— I dare to live 
alone. 

Scat. Dare to live alone ! — ^gad ! that's bold 
work 5 for though I'm very fond of niyfelf, I 
can't ftay a pioment by myfelf — 

Elinor. No', Sir— biecaufe you have per- 
haps committed aftions you cannot bear to re- 
fleft on; and therefore you fly t<i diffipation — 
game, drink, and infult unproteQed women, only 
to keep yourfelf from yourfelf.— Go on. Sir ^ 
and to lofs of peace, add lofs of heath, and at 
laft, lofs of ferxfe and 'honour; 

Scat. Lofs of fenfe ! 

Elinor. Ay: how oft is madnefa the refult 

of vice ? — I have myfelf committed errors never 

,to be obliterated^ ; but I fought not. relief hy 

heaping critne on criix\e-^no -r"I haw pombated 
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misfortune by peniteoce, refignatipn, and digni- 
fied retirement. — Farewell, Sir, and copy my 
example. \Exit into Farm Houfe^] 

Scat. Wellfaid morality — wellfaid JofephI 
— ^.Ay : I fee through all this-*- this is fome girl 
who has puffed a month or two at the neighbour- . 
ing watering place, where by reading novels all 
iKe morning, ^id rattling the dice^-box all the 
evening, her mind has been fo completely de- 
bauched, that the fir ft man that attacked her, 
found the bufinefs ready done to his hands — 
oh! ten marching regiments wo'n*t corrupt fo 
many women in twenty ye^rs, as one watering 
place will in one fummer—r however (lie ha^; 
confefled ' her guilt, and therefore [As he 

is entering the houfe, Farmer Cole meets himJ\ 

FAblm. .Well ! who V^eft thou?*— and what 
c(p'ft thee want? , 

SqAT. Want ! — I want that pretty girl — 

Farm. Rot'un — I "thought fo— like the reft 
of the young fquires hereabout ! — all hunting 
i^ter my new lodger. 

Scat. Your lodger ! 

Farm. Yees : — me landed here froni France 
—tier' father died at Montpelier, and fo fli© 
Ipd^es at my houfe, till her brother do come ttf 
fiptoi hef home. 

Scat. Her brother fetch her!—- and pray 
who the devil 's lie ? 

Farm. Why, I think (he dp call him Sir Ed- 
ward BloOmly. 

Scat, Sir Edward! — a baronet's fitter ! — 
ha! ha! — well faid Jofeph again! — I knov^ 
the young profli^g^te — 

' Farm. Do ye? — well ! — it do puzzle me 

bow hiS fitter fbould travel alone from foreign 

C part?- 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



ro CHEAP LIVING: 

parts : tut (he fays her fcrvant died on the? 
r6ad — and then (he pays me my rent— that's all 
1 care about-— (he pay^-me my money. 

Scat. She pays !— pooh ! — Sir Edward pays« 
Don't jou fee (he*s in keeping? and therefore as 
I want a companion in a poft-ch'aifej Fll go and 
convince her 

Farm. [Joppin^ Aim.'] Softly — before you pafi 
the gate, wo'n't you pay the toll-gathcfer? 

Scat. Hah ! — what do you mean ? 

Farm. Meah! — that I do live within tv^a 
miles of a fea-bathing town -, and when a Lon- 
doner do come amongft us, we make it a rule 
that he (haVt walk, talk, or breathe, without 
paying handfomely for it, 
. Scat. Indeed! — that's very kind of you. 

Farm. We mean it fo — we mfein it kind : 
for we do know you bring a certain fum to fay 
out in jaunting and idlenefs; and the iboner 
that's got rid of, the fopner you go home to 
your families arid bufinels. 

Scat. True: aiid the fooner I difpofe of the 
depofit money, the fooner I (hall return to my 
Wife and the (quire.— -So — here — and noW for 
the baronet's fiffer. 

Farm. Hauld — hauld— there be company 
with her now ; but if you come in the evening, 
ihe'll be alone.-— 

Scat. Right — and Fve no carriage ready-— 
fo ril go to the town — get my dinner, and re- 
turn in two hours — hah — who comes here? 

Coachman, [witiout.'] Our fare, mafter^^we 
will have our fare. 

Spukge [witidut'.'] There — can you change a 
hundred pound note, you fcoundrels ? 

Farm, [afide] Change a hundred pouiJd notet; 
i^why, it can't he-^yees, it is ! — [looking (^^"^ 
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the very fellow who laft fummer inttoduced him- 
felf lo me and my wife ; and though we laboured 
night and day to .^et him out of our houfe, icod I 
he did breakfaft, dme, and fup wi' us for a whole 
month together. 

&P'UKOi: [wiiiouu'] Natural enough — no 
change ?*— I ,owc it you — I owe it you. 

Farm. There — he pwes it them — hecan*t 
|>ay the fare of his ftage coach, and i§ coming to 
borrow of me— how (hall J ihake the ral^al off? 
•~I have it-r-rjl fis^ him pri the Londgmcr— - 
f <j/fia&?]— *-Sir— dp'l^ know this gentleman ? 

Scat. Not I-?— be feems a ftrangp cre^tur(j-rr- 
who is he? 

Farm.i His name be Spunge — rhe be fon of 
one of your London, tradesfolk, and is fo good^ 
tempered -— tells fuch ftpries, and' fings fuch 
fongs, that he be welcome every where ! Then 
he'll ihew thee how to live cheap! 

Scat. Will he ?>— that's the ^vpry thing J 
want to know -^^ I'll talk to him, 

Farm. Doey — doey — ha! ha! I've got rid 
of him-^ha I ha ! -r—ril mark the end on't — ^i;il 
fee one cockney m^ke a foglof the other — [^^r 

ing upjage.} 

Enter S?\j}siG^/o//qwed by tivo Coachmen. 

Fhrft CoACHM. Come, come : the twelve (hil- 
lings ! or elfe — \laying hold of hm.'\ ' \ 

Spunce. If you can't change a hundred 
poi^nd -note, I owe it youV-I owe it you— ^[yJr^j 
Scatter^ — Oh, this is lucky — this gentleman, per- 
haps-^will you be fp kind. Sir ?— rcalh a hundred 
pounds. Sir? 

Scat. I reajly hay Vt fo much cafh about me* 

<)r elfe -T-.p-ir ' . . y \ 
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Spukge. As you fay — riot fo much feoldr^ 
Wt plenty of filver — fo be good enough — juft 
give thete men twelve fliillings — thank ye. Sir 
i— under infinite oWigation^-^ncre,:rafcaIs— tadte 
your money from this gentleman— take it, I fajr. 
'^{Scatter ^ after fom^ hejituticn^ j!»//)^j.//.j— ^There— 
,begonc {-^Coachmen "^a:^//^/]— eternally obliged-i- 
for ever indebted — never re-pay you-«-but your 
name — favour me with your name — to whom 
am I debtor"? — [taking out, a pocket-iookJ] 
^ Scat, My nanie is Scatter --r Richard Scat- 
ter, Sir: but never think of it — I don't mind 'a 
guinea or two— particularly wtien they're not 

* xny own. . 

SpuiKGR. '^Richard Scatter" — Iwritkgitdawn} 
- — debtor twelve (hilling^s — pfha ! can*t remem- 
ber filver — give me nine ilhfllings — that will 

* make it a guinea — ^then neither or us will forget 
it-^yakes tAe money] — atid your'hqufc — where's 

* your houfes Dick r 

Scat. I have no houfe — I'm on a vifit. 

Spunge. a vifit P^Oh f— a faving fcheme;— 
natural enough — ^that*s right, Dick—live oh your 
friends. — ^^ Well — what are their names? 

Scat. Why, if you rauft know, Tm on a vifit 
at Woodlaiid Grove. ^ 

Spunge. Woodland Grove ! — ^know it well- 
be with you m an hour.— What time do you 
dine? , ^ . 

Scat. Dine!— oh, ybu'muft exciife me there 
f — Mr. Woodland is a man who fees no com- 
pany. 

SpuifGfi. Don't diftrefs yourfelf — don't let 

him put himfelf out of the way on my iaccount 

-*-plaineft eatet in the world — mutton, beef, 

,veal, all the fame tome— only rather particufer 

in 
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iti ifty wilie— muifl have Burgundy — always drink 
Burgundy, and iced — inind it's icfed, Dicfc 

^CAT. Very likely: biit I ani not at my own 
"holifej — -and Mr. Woodland is, of all rtieD > 

^SSptJNG's. The man I wifli to know— how are 
the beds ? — \zvalks upjia^e.] 

Scat. Beds !— curie the fellow ! — ^I can't help 
laughing at his impudence ! — Why, Farmer, is 
this (hewing'me how to live cheap? 

Far M. I ees — it*s the way Tie taught me laft 
fummer — ha ! ha 1 — I'to main glad on*t -— I've 
got rid of him -r- good day, meafter. 

Spcnge [meeting Cole.l What, Cole? — Show's 
your wife, Cole ? — forry I can't. ftay to dine with 
you — engaged with this gentleman '— but fup» 
per — be with you to fupper — yoii know my 
way — free and eafy — never wait for an invita- 
tion—come, pick: [Taking Scatter* s arm.l 

Scat. No, Sir — I beg f mayn't deprive your 
friend of the pleafure of your company — the 
truth is, I am not going to dine at Woodland 
Grove. 

Spunge. No! 

Scat. No — I mean to dine alone at the ho- 
tel 

Spunge, Better and better — hate large par- 
ties — never get any thing hot or good — women 
eat alf the cnoice bits — fat of venifon, backs of 
hares, and liver-wings of fowls — like a tete-a-t^te 
dinner — fo come, Dick. 

Farm, [aftde to Scatter.'] You may as well go 
at once — he wo'n't quit thee. 

Scat. So it feems ; and as I hate dining alone^ 

rU indulge him — Mind now, I ihall retufn in a 

couple of hours, a'nd let there be nobody in the 

I houfe;- 
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houfe ; for if the lady i$ refr^ory, we'll. com- 
bine and force her ■ ■ 

Farm. I underftand — Yl\ be ready -^ good 
^ay, mcafter Spunge ; and na doey «•— doey, for 
Ojoce in your lite, pay ypur reckoning, will ye ? 

Spunge. Pay my reckoning! — whpdoesit 
better? — ^Don't I fing ^ good long?T-and am I 
to pipe and pay too ?— ^no — let the dull dogs pay 
the piper. — Be with you to fupper. Cole. — Come, 
Dick : and after a bottle or two of Burgundy, 
J'lJ give you a fpe^imen — '* Com?, jolly Bacchus 



^}SX> OF ACT THE FIRST* 
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ACT H. 



SCENE— ^« Apartment k Old fTdodland's Hmfe 
. Giafs X)oors in the flat Sceue, and the Garden 

feen through, them TaiJe with Tea, i^i. vpott 

it-^id^hard i^tA Fruit upoti it, - 



W. 



Enter Old and Young WoodlaUi*. 
Old Woodland. 



HY, zounds, Sir ! you don't pretend to love 
the lady in the foreft ftill ? • 

Young Wood. Not love her, Sir I — Why 
did I leave Marfeilles ? •— why travel night and 
day in the purfuit of her ? — why> but to tell 
her, my uncle caufed our reparation, entreat her 
pardon, and never leave her niore ? 

Old Wood. Never leave her ! — »-but for you^ 
uncle then, you would have married her ? — you 
would have difgraced your family^ Sir ? 

Young Wood. Difgraced my family I — what T 
by afting lik? a man of honour^ Sir ? 

Old Wood. Honour! there now!— he har 
got all the faihionable words— Look ye, Sir — i 
if you had had lefs honour and more honefty, 
you would not havefeduced the girl* at all ;— 
but come — IVe all a father's weaknefs about 
toe ; and if you will but give up the purfuit, and 
marry a rich widow — - . 

Young Wood. Marry anotheri Sir !-^ 

Old Wood. Ay, why not, Sir? 

Young Wood. Never ! — She facrificed every 
thing to me; and if fo poor an offer as my hand, 

can 
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can wipe away her tears, (hall I refufe it? — no 
Sir — Vm not the hardened villain you think me. 

Old Wood. You are ; and you'll break your 
old father's heart ; — ^come now,Tom -— do oblige 
me — do marry the widow, and forget- — 
. Young WoQP. Sir, you have eyer been a fow^. 
indulgent parent, and it cuts me to the fgul to 
difobey you; bi<t if we meet again, not e*en for 
you, will I a fecond time del?rt a girl, whom 
love and gratitude for ever bind me to. 

Old WoQD. Mighty well, Sir ! •— then with all 
this pure love, how came you to be feen walk- 
ing arm in afm with Stella —* now, not half an 
hour ago •— near farmer Cole's houfe ? 

YQwng Wood. I met h^r there by accident— ^ 

Old Wooi^. Don't t^U me-— She was locked, 
up ia London pn your accpunt;^ ^nd if y^u come 
liere to interrupt thQ domeftic happinefs of my. 
Bi«ce and h^r hufh^pd-^Why, what dp. yovj^ 
ibUea^»Sir? 

Young WppD. Sir, I Ijeg yaur pardon, but -rn 

Old WpoD. I (ay their domeftic happine&^— 
Mr. Scatter is now gon^ to purch^fe an efta^te? 
for me — ^ Fve given him plenty pf deppCt fnpney ; 
Md had you feep the affeftionate parting be-^ 
tween him and his wife !-i— Oh, ther^ was con- 
nubial love — there— [ Y^mg.WJaugAs.l What! 
?^gain ?— begone *^lei^v€t the rppm. Sir. 

Young Wood. Sir, I — .. 

Old Wood* No reply — begone — and h^rl^ 
ye, Sir>~if you don't reform, I may chance tg 
feward them with the bank and the cftate.j'^ . 
no man of intrigue-— no map pf faIhion> fliall b^ 
my heir-**- you comprehend — begpae ! [X^^i 
Woodland exii] yes — yes — Mr. Scattei* under- 
ftailds b^linefs ; •-^ he is domeftic, fober, and in- 

dufirioi^s; 
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^uftrious : and fince I am too old to manage the 
tank myfelf, and this rogue of a fon is unfit for 
the office, I can't feleft a better partner e—^ [Jits 
down to tea] — a}r — Jiy — Mr. Scatter may be 
trufted. 

Spukge. [^/>A?k/ J Pick's not come home, you 
fey? 

Old Wood. Ha! who^s this? : 

Sfunce. [without'] Don*t mind me-*- 1*11 find 

my way — [enters] Ha ! Squire ! how are you. 

Squire -*- ? tea on the table ! — the very thing ! -— 

•^after wine, nothing like fouehong— [Jfits down-^ 

takes cup andfaucer^ @V.] 

Old Wodo. Amazing ! — who can it be ? 

Spunge. [putting fu^ar imo his tta-cup^ Long 
iwifhe^ for the honour of your acquaintance. 
Squire — forry I couldn't c6me to dinner— -rioW 
Fve found my way -r^ often pop in at puddin^j 
time — [eating fime br^ad and hmter.] — get bet- 
ter butter, though-— «*donH like your butter.-nr- 
[fipping his tea] — your tea too ! -- not half ftrong 
enough! [emptying the canijier into the pot.] 

Old Wood. Holfo ! — wt>at the devil are you 
dbout? 

Spunge. Sd-^ Dick Scatter^ not come home ! 

— drunken rafcal! 

Old Wood. Dfutikeri rafcal !-rr-who? —what? 

— Mr. Scatter? ^ 

Spunge. We dipedat the hotel -^tofied down 
four bottles of Burgundy --w- Dick reeled off an 
hour aeo, and I came here to pay a ftiort vifit. — 
No cfeaml —now you're up, ring the bell. [Old 
fVoodiand is Jeated at this timer) 
, Old Wood. Ring the bell !. -^why, what is all 
this ? — Mr. Scatter dine at the hotel ! — anfwer 
jD^, 8ir ! — do pu fay you know Mr. Scatter? ^ 

D . S?UNQE- 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



it CHEAP LIVINOj 

Spvnge. Known him thefe twenty years --^fc 
right good fellow Dick is— olives faft, drinks 
hard, plays deep : — ^ and then he tbldtne a new 
mode of raifing money. 
. Old Wooiv Did he* ? — ^hat was it ? 

Spukge. Why, he told me — ring for fonte 
toaft, will you ? 

Old Woop. Pflia ! — . I infift-^what is his 
new mode of raifing money ? 

SpuiTGEji You mall hear — pay ciwirt tio an 
old relation- — get emplbyed to purchafe aa 
eftatc — touch the depofit* money, and fpend it 
on "women and Burgtmdy --- [jS«/er Afri». S^at- 
. eer^ ^- How d'ye do ? how d*ye do ? 

Mrs. Scat. Sir -r^ [UnobfervingJ] -^ Ptay, yua^ 
cle, who IS this gentleman ? 

Old Wool). Why, don't you know him ? — i 
he has been acquainted with your huiband 
thefe twenty years -^ they diAed together at the 
hotel, and drank Burgundy with my de^atfit rao-^ 
xiey. ' 

. Mrs, Scat. Impoffible ! — Mr- Scatter has 
no fqch acquaintance — ^^ [Spunge n^ds to her\ 
'what do you n6d at me f6r?-^I n^ver faw 
you-^ 

Spunge. Oh ! what ! you cut, do you ?^You 
don't remember, I ufed to fee you at Lady Red-t 
figure's, punting and c?bcking, and -^f^l i^y^ 
Squire — you go halves, Ifuppofe, 

Old Wood. Go halves. Sir ! 

Spunge, She keeps a faro bank, and you di-i 
vide the profits — 'pon my foul, you've dreffed 
your char9£ler admirably — r you look more like 
a flat, than a fliarp — ? ha ! ha !-r- natural enough 
~-but I can't ftay — engaged to fup at 'Farmer 
Cpl^'s, and n^ver bnj^k an appointment — ^ my 

I next 
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tiext vifit (hail be longer ^^J^Puts/ome peaches in 
' i/r ^i^*] -^ adieu ! 

Mrs. Scat. Sir, I infift on your ftaying — - 
- CU^ WpoRt A^ fQ (ip } ~ I infift you don't 
leave tny houfe, till — 

Spun^e» Th^r^.— ^this IS filways t^^ c^fe*-* 
WVW %9 any where, they dpn^t infift^ on my 
ftaying -^don^t deipair-^ril give you eqoygh 
pf p(iy CQ^ps^ny — Xp-fliorrMv 1 — let me fee — 
where do 1 dine to'-morrow ? .oh^-r-here ! ^r^VW 
^iae her^f 
. O14WQ0P, WiUyou?— JOiouldlilcetpfp^ 

' SptJNOE. I know it.=-;I knpwyou^ll like \q 
fee me; an4, tb^r^fore. Til be \\trt at fpur— • 
- pmv£tu%lly ^t foqr*=r-^nd '^^yp niiiid — Bufgqjlf 
4y-T--r always dfink 9ttrgpn4y -^ and too^ 
trout — get fome trout-™ the rpd trout -^ ^ana^j 
all othei^s I '^^q4|ird,^ yejars-r-La.dy Rp^jijre, 
yo»rj5-^fl)f$ njay cut biijt Til cpme. again — 
?^Caiiie.jplJyBaefibjM,fitec." T^E^V.! 

Old Wppp. Tm pBtHfi?d— rBi--but 1% 
UA\im him, aod^^ — r- . 

Nfrs* S^AT* Dpn^it tFophie yoi»rfslf-«-I fe^ 
through th^ whole triQ^rt^he is employed bf 
your ton. 

Old Wopp, Myfoa! 
. Mrs. Scat* You hei^d him fVy he ijra§ j|g^ 
ing to Farmer Cole's-*- the very place where 
Mr. Woodland was feen with Stella ; — and it vd 
evidently a confpiracy to nun me and my dev 
fauiband. . 

Enter a SfekvAKt. 

SfiH V. A iMter for Mifs Stella, Madaim > 
Mrs. Scat. Oh !p^ this may, perhaps, giV4 
f further informatioa— [Op^rj lettet^ and reads. 'I 

Ua •'Dev 
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"Dear Stella, 

9 

*' If you love mt as you profefs, mdct tae 
^ at Farmer Cole's h<Mjfe direftly — I have fomc^ 
•* thing particular to communicate," 

There *^ they Ve all gont to hitch mifchief to- 
gether. 

Old WodD. lLiH>king of the letter.} Why, this 
is not Tom*s hand ! 

Mrs. Scat. Very likely : but who clfe can it 
come from ? — howevCT^ this is ,tio lime for par-^ 
leying^— in Mr. Scatter^s abfenccj I muft |^o ancl 
look after his vyafd- - 

Old Wood. Stay— iPll go with you: and if I 
find Tom at the farm-houfe — if I find he is con- 
cerned in the confpiracy, rii difinherit him; and, 
as for his companion i 

Mrs. Scat. Oh, he is only an agent. 

Old. Wooiy. No mattw— m falhtonable life, 
it may be temied good breeding, to come unin- 
vited to your haute, and eat^ drink, and pocket* 
your property — but I'm a magiftrate, and knovir 
what -the law is— If amah fteals yout wife, you 
can only bring an a£tion againft him ; but, if be 
fnares your game, or robs your orchard— oh I 
thofe are real, ferious injuries fand his neck— his 
neck blight to anfwer for them ! [Exeunim 

An apartment in Farmer Cole's Houfe, a door in fiat 
fiene — Tabk with candles on it. 

£Hter Elivoh and Stella. 

Stella. Yes — I ha4 fet out J>c£ore your 
letter arrived— What ¥tere Ihe. contents, Eii- 

npr? - ... •; 

ElikojC. 
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lEtiNOR. I wrote to you for advice, Stella — 
triy brother promifed to be here yefterday ; and 
when be knows,,thatyin confequence of my fef- 
vant*s death, I am left alone dnd unprdteft- 
cd 

St e l la. Well ■— well *— Yorkfliire is a long 
way off. ; 

Elinor. It is : but I fear, Stella—* 

Stella. What, my friend?- 

Elisor. That he is angry with me — that he 
will upbraid-^ abandon me. 

^ Stella. Abandon -you ! •— ? for what ? -*• 
iiark ! I hear a carriage f — : perhaps it's he !~*'' 
\^LQoking ouf.} — fep ! — a poft-chaife and four — 
no — as I live, it's my guardian ! 

Eltnor. The very man that infulted me — 
what can he want ? . 

Stella. What, indeed ? — perhaps your let- 
ter has fallen into his hands, and he is" come to 
' take me away — here -^ let's ftep into this room, 
and obferve. [TAey enter door infiatfcene.'] 

Enter Scatter drunks and Farmer Cole. 

Scat. Oh! I left him, at the hotel, pouring 
^ 4J6wn Burgundy — he's a drunken rafcal, and 
not fit company for ia regular, fteady, fober 
banker. 

Farm. Banker i — odratun ! — what be'eft 
thee a banker ? 

Scat. No: — not yet: but I (hall be in a day 
or two 5 and then, Farmer, if you've any loofe 
money, TU take care of it fof you. 

Farm. Will ye? 

Scat. 1-11 aft feirfy by you: and to prove it, ' 
• if you'll be my cuftomer, I'll be yours — put 
-• . ^ . • your 
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jout money into my bank» and FlI buy all my 
nay and corn of you— you take me •— that** 
mutual accommodation. 

Farm. I fee — thee*Jl buy my corn, and p^ 
me with my own money. 

Scat. No — youVe wrong -^Fll not'pajfor 
it with any body's money ?—where*§Mif? 
Bloomly? 

Farm. Mum ! *— ftie*s in that room« 

Scat. Then (he*s mine, and— *r^ 

Farm. [Stopping Aim.] Hauld — hauld— ^you. 
forgot one things — in cafe flie'g obftropulous, 
hadn't you better bribe the poft-boys ? 
[ Scat* Right: we muft have our qhariote^w 
in our intereft, fo we'll goinftruS them-"— :[7j/kf 
cwr a purfe.l — we'll go dlepoiit fome more of 
Old .'Woodland's depofit money — damm^ • I 
muft buy the eilate a bargain ; at leaft, J can't 
give much for it, becaufe I fha'n't h?ive mucji 
left to give ! 

. Farm. I fay, thougli, meafter— Ihope you'U 
bring my lodger fafe home again. 

Scat. I wij], as rm a man of honour 5 ^6d 
when (he knows who I ani. Farmer ? — - cm 1 
.what won>an will refufe a banki^r f * . 

Farm. Why, many — for in general your 
bankers be n't over young. 

Scat. What then?— Love has it's prkf^ 
my boy : — an4 which is moft able to buy the beft 
commodity— a rich old banker, or ^ poor 
young map of faflriop ? — the city is the great 
. commercial market : and you may take yoi^r o^th 
of this, Farra^f — that while one begirt is loft ija 
St. Jamc^*s-ftreet, there are. fifty fpid iq l.pm- 
bard-ftre#t. *^Cqve^ along ^^ oh> this ijs life !— 
this is glprioy^l [Bcfunt^ 

ElxWoii 
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El I NO!i. What's to be done ? -^Dragged from 
my retreat! — forced away by villains ! *-^ Oh, 
Iny brother ! ^^ Why are you not near to prota£^ 
toe? • ' 

Stelx^. Why, indeed ?-^ Poor girl!— ^ what 
Will become of her? — Is there no way to efcape?^ 
r^ Where does this door lead to? 

ElinoK. It leads to the back gate, and therc^ 
Our only hope.— ^ Come, Stella. 

Spunge {fVithout?^ ^^ Come, jolly Bacchus,-' &(% 

Ell KOR . Tisin vain :— ^one of them is coming 
thife way. / - 

Stella, So there is.^ — Ht*^ coming to ftupcft 
lier into the carriage.-^ Doti*t be fnghtenedj 
Slinor:-^weMl ftand or fatU together; * 

EntefSvvHGE. 

SpuNGE. Cole I — holloa. Cole I ~ What ! no 
cloth laid If^ — no preparation for fupper ? — 
Here's treatment ] — • invjt^ a man to his houfe, 
and provide nothing for him 1— Ha ! [5^^ EHntar 
md Stella.'^-^A party, I fuppofe :-r-a riiral rout ! 
'^r-Tfand we're to fup in the bell ro6rb: — fup 
\n ftyle.-^How dye do? — How d*ye do? 

\Advancing^ and nodding. 
, Stella. , Keep off, I mfift. Sir. 

Spunge. Few people of rank in this part of 
the \\(orld — indeed not a foul but myfelf. — . 
llowever I fliall have a companion how. — Sir 
Edward Bloomly is arrived ! — juft 'lighted at the 
hptel. 

Stella. Sir Edward'^rrived'l^^-^Tliefe's joy^ 
fuj new«> .Elinor. 

Spunge, 
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^ptri76E, Don't know him ? — foon (hall ! — 
Then I'll introduce you.-^- Hem ! — How we 
fiare, and'fmile, and ogle !-^ Love at iirft fight ! 
natural enough ! 

Stella. Nay, if we can but extricate our*^ 
felves from this brute — Suppofe we try to paft 
him ? — Sir, with your leave » ■ 

Spcjnge. And, Mifs, with your leave, VU 
conduft you to the fujjper-room. [Offering to iakf 
her handS] — Don't be alarmed — I'll be merci- 
ful. — I'll pity you :-^ by all that's tender, I'll 
pity you. 

Stella. Pity us! — Why, furely, we can't 
be miftaken. -^ Perhaps he is n*t one erf ihe 
party. — I'll aflc him.— Sir, did you or did you 
not come here with Mr. Scatter ? 

Spunge. With Dick ? — ^^What ! is Digk in this 
houfe ? — Oh, the drunken rafcal ! — This is 
where he reeled to ! — I'll have him out. — Dick ! 

[Calling him. 

Stella. Ay, call him. Sir!— Ca|l him to 
complete your infamous defigns:— f^o triumph 
O^er a poor defencelefs woman ! — 0\ EJinorl 
— he mall not force you from me, 

Spunge. Forc^ her? 

Stella. Yes, Sir ; forc^ her front this houfe. 
And you would join in the diQionourable tranf^ 
aftion? — You would aflift 

Spunge. Oh, no! — not L 

5TELi.A. What J wo'n't you?;w-WpVt you 
take part againft us? 

Spunge. No :-^ came here to eat a good 
fupper ; and, curfe me, if I fpoil my appetite ! ^«r 
I wifh to. live cheap, not unhappily. 

Stella. Indeed !-—» Will yoq befriend us, 
then? 

SptTKGII. 
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Spunoe- To beTure I will — Love the whole 
^x.— 'If they Ve faults to- others, they've non^ 
tome! — Men fay they're expenfive : — I never 
fdund them^fo ; for, though. I can't always coax 
them out of their affeclions/rm.fure to wheedle 
them out of good dinners ! — and then, they 
laugh, aiid call. me. the pantry lover,.--^Ha 1 ha I 
the pantry toVer I ^ natural enough. 
. ST-jEiLA. Generous man) -^ And now, if you 
will' but conduct this vl^y to hpr brother. Sir 
Edwatd BloCnily-74~ 
' iSpuNG^. Sir Edward ! -— What ! his fitter ? 

Elinor. X am,. Sir; and, if my brother's 
friendfhip can be of any fervice to you, 1*11 
iiifw€t»fol it, th«t his houfe, table, and purfe- u 

Spunce. Say no' raore.-^^" Come, jolly Bac- 
chus!**-— Fm fnvig for life -^ once in a baronet's 
houfe, the devil can't get me put ;igain — come 
aloWg. - i • . ^ * 

-Scat, [ff^ifhout.] Watch the back gate — 
mind fhe don't efcape that way, 

SteljlA;, There -r— the houfe ijs furrounded; 
and he, though well inclined, can't fight againft 
them ajll. ■ 

'Spjtn®?. No — that J can't -—I can't fight — 
I difpofed of all my courage dn one occafion - — 
I fought a duel; and my hair has ftood on end 
ever tince — liowever, we may manoeuvre — let 
xne fee. ■ >> 

EtiNosL, I hear them poming ^^-.^-^ oh, my 
friend ! 

Sy^NCE. I have it -r- we will fight him : but 
it (hall be with his o.wn weapon — darknefs^ — 
firft, out go the candles, — and now each lay 
hold of an arm ; and two lo one but we all fup 
with Sir Edward~-No matter what he giveS^us— 

E rd 
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I'd rather drink fmall-beer with n gentleman^ 
Ihan Burgundy with a fcoundrel. 

[Elinor has kol4 of one arm ^^ Stella of the other ^ 
Hufli ! — \ not a word ! 

£«/^rScATTER, [Thejage is dark.J 
Scat. In the dark ! — what ! afraid of fliewing 
your blufties, my little moralift? — Soft! I hear 
her— [ Lays hold of Stella.] — there— I have you. 
Spunce^ Natural enough, [Exit with Elinor.} 
Scat. There — I told you I never failed with 
a woman, -^ And no w< ■ 

Muter Old Woodland, Mrs. Scatter, and tW9 
Servants with Lights. 

Mrs. Scat. Look! I kn?w I was right— ?• 
there's Stella. 

Old Wood. A^nd there's my fon — - Why Tom 
• — You reprobate — ^ [Pulling Scatter rottnd] — t 
Zounds ! it's the banker. 

Mrs. Scat. FJeavns !r-» Where's Young 
Woodland then ? . 

Scat. Where's little morality ? . 

Old Wood, And where's my depofit money? 
•—Look ye-T-where is it, Sir ? . 

Scat. It's here --?• it's there--r' [putting his hand 
on each pocket'\ — it's every where — But the girl 
— furely it was. her I laid hold of — [Sees Mrs. 
Scatter"^ No, it was Kitty !— Damme ! there's con- 
nubial love for you — I was going to elope with 
my own wife ! -r but mum? — ^flie's in that room 
— T-fteady — -I'm off. 

Mrs. Scat. Stay, Sir-r-I infift on an explana- 
tion. 

Old Wood. Ay, Sir— r what we want is an 



ynderftanding. 
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ScAti Give hie yout hind ^^ you're a cf — =^ 
lioneft fellow-^ you do want an underftanding— 
it's lucky for you, IVe enough for bothJ-^^ 
enough to, keep your accounts, manage yoite 
bank, and difpofe of your depofit-money.--^So 
good-night; And make yourfelf eafy- — Look, 
here it is ! — Here's the purchafe-moriey. — ^ 
{^Holding up a purfe.y — Itell you what, though 
^if the auflioneer don't make hafte^ 1 ihall be 
telbrchand with him.— Going •^— going — gone •? 

Old Wood. He's worfe than my fon.— He 
Ihall aever entel: my ddbrs agaihT-f-and for 
you, mifs Stella — anfwer me — • who wrote you 
this letter ? 

^ Stella. It wa3 written by a y6ung lady who 
lodges at this houfe. 

Old Wood, Girl — girl — you're as bad as 
your guardian ^— but come, let*s leave him4-r 
let's go home — — \^Mrs. Scatter i^^eeps'] Nay 1 I 
don't involve you in his crimes — I believe you're 
as much deceived as myfelf *— only I beg we 
may hear no more of conjugal afFeftion — I Ve 
haa quite enough of that for my life time. 

Mrs. ScATi Nay, uncle -^ what motive cian 
Mr. Scatter have ? 

Old Wood. What motive ! why, the love of 
falhion, to be fure^ — and, to do him jultice, he'll 
fucceed eminently — for faihion is ever obtained 
by fuch profligate conduft as his and my fon's^ 
land never by a£lions of virtue, generofity, or hu- 
manity. . {^Exeunt. 

END OF Adt THE SECOND. 
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. . , SCENE^Out/lJe':o/ ffo/ejt in a Sea-port Tot^. 
Spunob crojfei thejage^andrh^s at the htlL 

. Spttnge. 

' iNOW for It — now To be introduced to Sir 
'"Edward. — '[/^////4;w enters from the kot&l!\ — 

Come, fliew xrie to him -r^ (hew me'tb hiin* 
^ , William. "Sir, my mafter^s not atlionie — 
iae's gone td 'bathe. - -' 

Spunge.. Hem ! — ^next time he gofts to' 
bathe, bid hiqa take his elbow with him^— -look 
— fee it {ticking out of that window^ — Gpme — 
Vm his lifter's friend — faw her'homc-laft night — 
too late to he introduced then — - fo promifed to 
Call in the morning. .'"""; ' ' - 

William!. Oh, if yonVe Mifs..EHnor's'friend, 
Tm fure. Sir Edward will be. glad to fee you-— 
never was brother fo fond of a fitter ; • andbe. would 
have been be here three days ago, if the gout 
hadn't attacked him on the road. 

Spungoe. The. gout! :!^ Tip. glad he has the 
gout — that's a fign he feeds high, and drinks 
Burgundy — pray nbw — between ourfelves — 
what fort of a fellow ia Sir Edward ? 

Wu- 
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.^ILLIAM. One of the beft living — he is, 
* perhaps, ftmewhai hafty in hi$ temper :-^but he 

is young \ 

Spukge. Ybiiilg I—- what ! about thirty ? 
yiilhiAM. Thirty ! — he's not fixteen* 
SFUNGE.TNTpt fixteen ! 

William. No: a ward in chancety, Sir—* 

y aa^ what'js very, extradrdrnaiy, he now knows 

more of the world than any of his arfceftors 

di^ at three times liis age-^why, 'tis but a^month 

' Sjgo he fought a duel. 

Spunge/A duel! -^zounds ! — I kn'ew the 
breed of boys wa«' pretty forward, but never 
Keard of fiich a'forced plant as this — •a' duel !— 
hdwwasit? 
William. You fliall, hedr. Sir -^ an did 
' fchoolfellow of^.his — a Mr. Woodland; haying 
been fwin.dled and arretted byoneofyourftOck- 
jobbihg gentry, my mafter paid the dfebt; and 
Mr. Woodland was no fooner gone abroad, th&n 
the ftbckjbbber made more demands. Which Sir 
*^ Edward wouldn't pay— oh this, words erifufed. 
^ —he ridiculed my matter's youth — this he 
laughed at — but when the ftockjobber called 
'^ Mr, Woodland a fcoundel, Sif Edward was fo 
inraged, that he ftruck him, and a challenge 
was the x:oiifequence. 
^SpuNGB. Weill and did the boy fight? 
W.1LLIAM. Did he? — ay: and the firft (hot 
, lamed the ftockjobber for life — hit him in the 
hip. ' \ . ' 

Spunge. What ! made him a lame duck ?-r^ 

^ Tni glad of it : and if he'd often go aqd take a 

day's fliooting at the Stock Exchange, it would 

be much for the health of the nation —'but here 

he comes -— here's the little herq. 

lEnfer 
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Enter Sir EdwArd and feiiNOfe from thcJioieU 

ExiMOR. You are, indeed, much altered, bro-* 
ther, fince 1 and my poor father went to MoAt- 
pelier-^'tis thr^e years ago \ and you were tfcea 
a fchool boy-*- 

Edw. No: I was. a man then — iVe beett 
a man thefe five y^ars ; and when men at fixty 
affedt to be boys, why fliouldn't boys at fifteeix 
affed to be men ? — befides, is wifdom confined 
to age ?— ^rhayn't I have feen as much of the 
world in one year, as a pedant has in twenty ? 
oh' I when you know all, Elinor, you'll find I'm 
a 0iatch for any man living. 

Elikor. Think not I complain •^^ you are 
kind beyond my wifhes :-^— and if I thought we 
fhould never part' ' 

EdW. Part ?*^ never !-^unlefs either of us 
marry— • and as for me — 'marriage is much too 
young a trick for a man of my experience -^ but 
you had a long journey, Elinor, after my poor 
father's death ; and now I think on't --- how 
came you to travel incog ? •— why change your 
name to Campbell ? 

Elinor. Becaufe I thought obfcurity my beft 
proteftion ; and whilft the name of Bloonily 
might lead to enquiiy, I thought that of Camp- 
bell — but we'll talk on't no more — I am hap- 
py ixow : and unleft you are lured from me, by 
the charms of fafliionable life 

Er>w, Oh — that's quite gone by — I faw the 
folly of that, many — many years ago-— yes: I 
faw the folly of fafliionable life foon after 1 left 
ray nurfery — fo don't be afraid of that rival, 
Elinor. 

Spunge {advancing?^ Can refrain na longer-— 

Sir 
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Sir Edward> you Ve Tight welcome, Sir Edward—' 
ajways happy to t«^e rn^rit by.thehand-^paa 
firft acquaintance* never fa>y a pierfon I tookr' 
fuch a fancy to — ^fo elegant— fo generous;— and ' 
then your hitting the ftock-jqbber-^-oh ! Til ftick 
to you through life. . , 

Elikor \Jo Sir JEdward, who t\ afioni/hedJ] 'Tis 
the gentleman I toM you of— rbe was mbft friends 
ly to nre on an occjafion it is now unneceffary to 
menticm, .. 

Edw. Oh^ — if that's the cafe— I (hall be chap- 
py to be better acquainted. ^^ When will you 
idine with me. Sir ? ' . . , 

SpuNqE. WheiJ will I not dine with you?.--, 
to-day,, to-morrow — in fhort, death alone fliall 
part us. — ^I'U go order dinner — 

Er>w. Stay— my fifter will take that trouble* 
«— Go in^ Elinor j and when I've vifited my friend, 
I'll retum..-r-Qh-^there is one thing I torgot to 
aO^ afte^r-ra thing I value more than all my far 
ther's fortune— r his pifture. 

Elinor, [alarmed.'] His pifture ! 

Edw. Ay: the one he took with him to Mont- 
pelier, fT- Why, what's the matter? — what agi- 
tates you ? -T- is it loft ? 

lEiiNOR. It is— and under fuch circumftances 
r-T oh ! do not — do not upbraid me, brother. , 

Edw. Upbraid you ! not. for the world — ^I'm 
only forry that I alked after it — upbraid you ! — 
[Kips her'l — there — think on't no more. [Elincr 

exit.] 

Enter William. 

. WijLLiAM. Sir, the curricle is rt;ady. 

Spunge. The curricle! — fo it is! — come 
lalong — [Jays hold of Edv)ard'\ — ^ I'll drive you. 

Edw. 
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Edw, You drive mc i —well ! you fhall, and 
to Woodland Grove, if you know thetya ^ - ^ J ■ * - ^ 

Spunge. Know the way ! -— blief§ you !>^ Fin 
quite at home at. Woodland Grove 4— -dprnktek 
there. yef}:erday-«*- meant to dine ther^ td-day-^ 
gooi fruit, but bad butter. -^ Come — ^ I'll, whip 
you along.-«-I fay^ though-^-yoU ^re yoUng, and 
Picl^ Scatter -and his wm are kiiowjng temdi— * 
pigeon you at faro — caffino. • '^ - ' -' ' ^" 

Ed w. Will they ? — I wifb they'd try. 

Sf iT^oE. Pon't -^ the);'ll coax you on> — let 
you win at firft, * ^ . ^ ' 

Edw. I know it 5 and that's the way I win at 
laft — thgit's the way I laft winter bifoke tWo 
faro banks, ruined a fcore of blacklegs, and paid 
the debts of a diftreiTed and unfortunate i^ialr 
tion. ! 

Spunge. Oh-^come along •-*• you 4on't want 
my jnftruftions, I fee. ' • 

Edw. No— !-you may fave yourfelftbe trouble,. 
— -Why, at twelve years old, when I vtras'ia lioy 
at Eton, I rode a fweepftakes at"New-marfcet^-w 
at thirteen I went the grand tour--*alt fourteen I 
came to London — was elected memberof alf the 
faffiionable clubs, and laid out for by all the noto^ 
rious match-makers-;-but it wouldn't dor^I was 
too old for them — ^ha ! ha !— you grown-up peo-» 
pie think yourfelves valHy clever : but yoii for-? 
get " Men are but children of a larger growth !" 

A Room in Old WoodlandV Houfe'-^Qlafs Boon 
leading fo ^Garden — Pihures. 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

5o — our affairs go on delightfully— Though 

my 
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hiy uncle hasn't forgot the fafm-houfe adventure, 
or forgiven my hufband, — yet my influence is fo 
"^reat, that Youno; Woodland is about to undergo 
a clofet leSure for having laughed at my nick- 
name of Shepherdefs — the old gentleman vows 
lie'll turn him out of doors, if he perfiils in. ridi- 
culing my paftoral difpofition. Ay — ay; his 
J)ank and eftate will be ours ftill. 

Eiiter a Servant, 

• Servant, Madam, here's a young gentle- - 
man who fays his. name is Sir Edward Bloomly. 

Mrs. Scat. Sir Edward! — oh the pretty 
chicken !—r he's an 'old friend of my hufband's, 
fo (hew hini up dire£Hy.'-^[5fn'^»/ exif\ — Dear, 
how unlucky, we muftn't play at cards in this 
hbufe ! — however, FUreturn the vifit, and then 
"■ j ' here he is ! — I muft go put myfelf in-order 
to receive him — fweef Httie innocence ! — oh ! 
I wouldn't take five thoufand for his feathers, 

E7iter Sir Edward and Servant. 

Ed\v. Ha! h'a! — I fliouldn't be furprifed if 
I never fee Mr. Spunge and my. curricle again 
•=— he infifted on driving it five milea further,, and 
J could hardly perfuade him to call' for me xn 
his way home— rhe is the flrangeft creature — rbut 
where's my friend ? where 's Woodland ? 

Servant. Mr. Woodland ! r— Sir, I thought 
yoxx wanted my miftrefs. 

Edw. No, Sir — rl want Mr, Woodland— call 
himdireftly— [<!)V^'i2«/ &v/>] — in the mean time, 
as I'm a connoifleur inpi^tares-— \^fpyi^S ^^ pi^' 
tures'y-^um .'—^Portrait of a little boy 1 — ^pooh ! — 

F a little 
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a little girl too ! — upon.my word, very intelleo 
tual fubjefts — I fuppofe we've a doll or a cra- 
dle in the middle. — No — this feems fometbing 
in my own way — fometbing manly— -heavens ! 

— it can't be ! — it is I—my father's portrait 1— r- 
the fame he took with him to Montpelier ! -7- 
how came it here ? — who brought it to this 
houfe ? — here's Woodland ! — Til fift this bufi- 
nefs to the bottom. 

Enter Young Woodland. ^ 

Young Wood, Edward! — my friend! — my 
youthful benefa£lor ! — how^^ how am I to thank 
there ^ — to give me liberty, and riik your life-r 

Edw, Nay, that's all part, and I'm. glad to 
fee you, Woodland-r— [//^^'/;/g- hands^f^hv^t before 
we talk on other fubjefts, do tell me how that 
•pifture came in this houfe? 

Young Wood, [much agitated^ That pi£lure ! 

Edw. Ay : that — that reverend head-T^I faw 
it in a gallery aWoad 

Young Wood, [eagerly'] Do you know who it 
refembles ? . 

Edw. No — don't you, Woodland? 

Young Wood. Would to heaven I did!— if 
I could find him, he might reftore a treafure to 
me. — Oh, Edward 1 — I'm the verieft wretch 
alive. 

Edw. [taking his handJ] Woodland, what has 
happened ?— tell me — confide in me — nay, nay 

— 1 >vould truft you. 

Young Wood. You would, and therefore Til 
difclofe a ftory to you fit down — [theyjis^ 

— One evening at Marfeilles — 'sdeath ! the 
recpUeftion — [IVeeps,] ^ ' , ^ 

Edw. Go on — if you love me, go on. 

Young 

■ 7 - 
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.Young Wood. Well then — one evening, 
V^hile walking in a foreft near Marfeilles, I 
faw two women in the hands of robbers i — one 
they had wounded, and were about to deftroy 
th€ other, when I fnatched a piftol from the 
' tuffian's hand, and in the end, tought stnd di- 
fporfed them. 

Edw. Well, that was very heroic ;— but the 
picture — come to the piflure. 

Young Wood* Be patient : — they proved to 
be an Englilli lady and her fervant, travelling 
from Montpelier. *— 

Edw. From Montpelier, fay you ? 

Young Wood. Ay — and now mark the deep 
villany of him you call yout. friend ! the fervant 
being wounded^ and unable to. travel, I pro- 
pofed conducing them to the neareft inn, and 
there, after pafling many days alone~Oh that 
the tale had ended there ! but 'twas decreed-*- 
Ihe was betrayed, and I undone for ever, 

Edw. You dared not ! 

Young W6QD. It is too true — • the time, the 
place, the circumftance — (he grateful and un- 
fufpefting — I treacherous and deceiving— -in 
, £hort, under a moft folemn promife of marriage, 
ihe fell a vi£tim to my arts ; and I refcued her 
from affaffins, only to give a deeper wound 
myf€lf. ' 

Edw. Her name — what was her name? 

Young Wood. Elinor Campbell. 
' Edw. {rifing.'] You are a villain! — the worft 
of villains ! 

;Youn^WooD. I grant I aip a villain s but 
rather pity — 

Edw. Pity ! — no. Sir ; — all the tears I have, 
will be fhed for her, poor girl ! -^ poor Elinor I 

F z [weeps.] 
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[weeps] -^dionh fancy this proceeds from weak- 
nefs. Sir ; for with the feelings of a boy, yott 
know I have the fpirit of a man !— but go oti. 
Sir, — how came you by the pifture ? 

Young Wood. In herJiurry to efcape from me, 
(lie left it behind her; and not knowing her 
farnily or place af refidence, I preferved it as th€> 
only means 6i difcoVering her~-I keep it as a 

talifman, Edward. \Edzv. weeps on,\ Kind: 

fympathizing boy I — Oh t had ray uncle but pof- 
feffed thefe feelings I had he, like him, thus felt* 
compaflion for an unknown fufFer^r, Ihe had not* 
been deferted, nor 1 been ever wretched^ 

Enter a Servant, 

Servant. Sir, your father defires to fee 
you in his ftudy immediately :-— he is , now 
waiting. 

Young Wood. Y\\ come to him: — you fee 
weVe interrupted ; but wait till I return, and. 
ril convince you — / 

Ei>w. Convince me 4 — -hark ye. Sir ~ take 
my advice — r don't purfue her,. 

Young Wood, Not purfue her I 
. Ed w. No, Sir — (he may have relations -*• flie 
may have a brother— -an afFeftionate bsother^ 
Sir — who, to gratify his own refentment^ would 
not mind expofing his lifter's fhame-— but l^ 
Sir — 

Young Wood. You!—- why, how— ' 

Epw. True — how does it concern me ? — » 
hei name's Campbell — (he's not my fifter— ^ 
no — if (he were, Td blow your wicked brains 
out ; but why ar'n't you gone, Sir ? — • don*t yoiv 
hear your father's waiting for you? — ^. Go i— 
go Woodland,— ril wait till you return. 
[Woodland escit.1 Edw» 
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Edw. [alone.'] How I could have beat him ! — 
with, what pkafure could I have broke every 
bone in his infamous compofition !•— what Ihall 
I do ? — fhall I, by tht hackneyed mode of mar- 
riage ! — marriage ! — what ! — facrifice her to 
a man Ihe muft deteft ? — *- no — -I difdain fuch 
paltry reparation — ihall i then challenge him ? 
or Ihall I coiiceial ihy fifter's fliame) and triumph 
over my own animofity? — that will be true 
courage — ^ that will be afting like a man ! and 
therefore -— [^fwallowmg his anger.'] — aWay all 
puerile petty iftclination — • Fll fmother my rc^ 
fentment, if I bin^ft ! — and yet — I ftiould like 
to touch him — juft gently throttle him for half 
an hour 1 -=• Oh villain I villain ! . 

Enter Spunge. . . 

Spunge. So— -here I am — ^fafc and fouftd — 
only one accident — only overturned once, and 
broke the mare's knees.*—— 

Edw. [not attending to him.'] He fimply knoWs 
her by the name of Campbell : ^nd if the pi6ture 
were difpofed of- ■ but for th^t, he never may" 
difcover her — Til confider-J- 

Spunge. Gonfider ! — what ! v^hen dinners 
waiting ! — come* « 

Edw. I have it— Til employ him. — Look ye 
Sir — ^do you wi{h to do me a f<ivour ? 

Spung^. There's a queftion ! — havVt I 
drove your curricle ? — d<)n*t I mean to dine with 
you ?^— and havVt I promised to flick to you 
through life ? — isn't that doing you a favour ? 

Ei>w. Well, Sir — if you wifh to extend your 
civilitiesi take down that pffture, and convey it 
fecretly to my apartment. 

Spunge. Secretly \ — what, isn't it your own ? 

Ei>w. 



Digitized^by CjOOQIC 



i^ CHEAP LIVING: 

Epw. AJk no queftions — take it direftly i-* 
h^w ! — don!t you underftapd me ? 

SpuNGE. I do— -hanging cofts nothings to be 
iure ; but Td gather live at my own expenfe, 
than die at any body's elfe* 

Edw, What do you mean, Sir? 

SpyN,GE. Mean ! — that, while there's any- 
other mode of Jiving cheap, damme if I fteal. 
furniture. 

Edw. Steal ! — Look at me, Sir. — I'll anfwer 
for the robbery. [Takes down pi£iure.'\'^^ There I 
— Now will you obey my orders ? [Spun^e fliakes 
his head,'\ — Mighty well. Sir ! — Our acquaint- 
ance ends. 

Spunge.. Don't — don't talk of it. — I woiild 
not lofe your acquaintance for the world ; 
youVe fo much of the gentlenian ! — ^you drive 
fach horfes, and give fuch dinners! — Oh, the 
man deferves to ftarve, that would not rifle his^ 
neck for you ! [Takes piSturefrom Edward.] — But, ' 
mind, if it's felony, you're to be hanged — not L 

Edw. I'll anfwer for the confequences. — 
There! — run through that garden, and not 
a foul will fee you ! — Above all, my fifter : — 
bide it from her, I charge you. — 'Slife! here's 
fomebody coming! — Til detain them in con- 
verfation, and cover your retreat. 

Enter Mrs. Scatter. 

Mrs. Scat. Oh, Sir Edward !— -this is fuch 
an honour! — Tm only forry my uncle ms fo 
gothic, that I can't even aflc you to drink 
tea, and play cards. [Spunge exit at glafs door. 

Enw. Cards! — I've done with cards.— 
Chefs is the game for people of 6ur time of life, 
Mrs. Scatter* 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Scat. Our time of life! — Oh, very 
true ! — for .young people like you and'X 
iSir Edward. Blefs me ! — what are you look- 
ing, at? . -^ 

Edw. Nothing. He's gone ! — he's fafe ! -^ 
and the ftory will Ke kept fecret even, from my 
filler ! lyffide.] — Oh, that's fome comfort ! — 
Good day. Madam: — other cares demand my 
attention now. Good day ! 

Mrs* Scat, Nay, Sir Edward, I woVt let 
you go, till you name fome evening when I ma/ 
return this vifit.-^I do long for a game of caflino 
-^that is, in the family way— juft for a trifle. 
— Inever lofe much, you know.-^-^ Come, now; 
when (hall we meet, and [Fond/in^ Aim. 

Edw. Fie ! fie I Mrs. Scatter ! — Confider,' 
you're a married woman !•-- There : this is al- 
ways my luck! --«- the young women call me 
child, and, turn up their nofes at me; but the 
old onesP — Ecod ! they're all pulling caps and 
wigs for me! — But I can't, ftay no,w — fo tell 
Scatter to call, and I'll hanie fome evening ■ 

Mrs. Scat. Will you be fo obliging? — Nay, 
allow me to, fee you tp your carriage. — I have 
him : — the young pigeon's caught ! — This way. 
Sir Edward, -tt- Oh, I would n't take ten thou- 
fand, for his feathers I [Exeuni. 

SCENE. -r>^ Room m the Hotel. 
Enter Elinor with a book in her hand. 

Elinor. Yes: — "all happinefs is mingle^ 
with alloy !" and even my brother's kindnefs -^ 
even that brings forrow with it; for, when I 
think how little I deferve his friendfliip, and 

know* 
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know that if a dark — dark tale fhoulJl be 
revealed to him, how he would (hun, abandml, 
and defpife me ! — Cruel, dreadful recolleftionf 
—But, fee ! —he comes to comfort, not. upbraid 
me. 

Enter Sir Edward. 

Elinor. Oh, Edward ! — I'm fo happy 
youVe returned ! 

Ed w. Happy ! — Are you happy, Elirior ? — 
W^U, well ! — The fault was not yours. 

Elinor. The fault!— What fault? 

Edw. [Taking her hand.'] When I prefs her 
hand — when I look at her — and think that, but 
for him, (he had ftill poffeffed her mother's virtue 
and her father's honour, I cannot brook it. 
I can^t, nor I wo'i^'t choak myfelf. Here, 
William! — my piftolsjl — Bring me il^y piftoTs 
direSlly. [fVilliam enters, and enit^ 

Elinor. Your piftols ! - — for iwhat, brother? 

Ei)w. To (hoot • . ^ ^ 

Elinor. Whom? - - • 

Edw. Why, him ! 

Elinor. There's more in this than he reveals, ' 
Edward, what makes you talk fo ftrangely? 
and look — ^— ^ 

Edw. Nothing. — I never was in better 
fpiri'ts ! — Ha! ha ! -~ quite merry — quke 
cheerful ! [IVilliam re-enters — Edward fnatches a 
fijiol out of his fiand^ and-prefents it at Jiage doors?^ 
\ fhould hit him ! — I know the firft fhot 
would exterminate the fcoundrel. There,-— 
he's dead ! [Snapping the pifioL 

Spunge enters hafMy with the piSlurej and fees the 
pifiol prefented at him. 

Spunge. Holloa 1-— what are you about? --r 

I'm 



Digitized by 



Googk 



A tJOM E t> V* 4^ 

Vtn frig^iened enough already; for the recoWec* 
tion, that the receiver of ftolen goods was as bad 
fas the thief, has fo terrified me— — [JS//«(?f' looki 
d/ tid piBure with qftdnijhmmt.'] 

Edw. {Ajide to Spmge.'] Fool \ blockheiad !— • 
did n*t I charge you not to let my fitter fee the 
pifture ? begone-*- take it to my chamber — * 
[Elinor Jf ops Spttnge.J — let him pafs, Elinor. 

Elinor, [Holding Aim, dnd hoking at the pic^ 
*ftrr^] No -^ not till I am fatisfied-^it is! it if 
my other's portrait ! and you got it— * 

Spitnoe. From Woodland Grove. 

Elinor. Heavens !^s he in England, then? 
an^have you feen him ? 

Edw. [Collaring Spmge.'] Liarl— -vou know 
I bought it-*- didn't I purchafe it oi a Mr.— ^ 
Mr. Talbot ? 

SfUNOE. You did-^ril take my oath you: 
bought it of Mr» Talbot ; and as to ftealing it 
from Young Woodland -^ \Sif Edtvafd prefents a 
fiftol at him?[ ^— don't ^-^ don't wafte powder up* 
on me ! 

Edw. Begone ! -^-^no reply -** leave the room* 
this inftantk [Spunge exitJ\ 

Elinor. *Tis too plain -"the (lory is divulg* 
ed> and heMl defert me — * I fee by his looks he 
"Will defert me — oh, brother t [Palling at bis 
/eet.]--^ Vm not deferving of your pity : but Vve 
no other friend or relation upon earth ; and if 
you caft me from you -—Can you *** can you for- 
give me? 

Ebw. What do you weep for, • Elinor ? — 
youdon*t fee me fo dhildifli— *no — I'm more 
manly — - more -— [ff^eeps.'] -** oh, my poOT fifterl 
\^Palls on kir neck.'] 

Elinor. He weeps ! —he pities me ! 

G Edw. 
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. Edw* My heart bleeds for you-— pity is fo 
mingled with afFeftion, that I love you more 
than ever— but why do I ftand blubbering here, 
whilft the wretch lives?— -ril load my piftols--* 
I'll take fuch cool aim I — oh I your tears fhall 
be revenged. 

. El I N 6 R . Hold — confider your youth — you 
are only a boy 

Edw. a boy! 'Slife !— Fm more of a man 
than he is -r* would I have taken advantage of 
a woman jn my power ! — would I have laved 
an innocent girl's life, only to make it a burthen 
to her ? — oh ! if this is being a man,— if this 
be arriving at years of difcretion, — may I re- 
main a boy — a weak inexperienced boy, as long 
as I live ! 

Elinor. Well ! but for my fake — ^if the ftory 
be made public, I (hall be difgraced, expofed — 

Enw. Ay : there it is — I muft e'en gulp down 
my refentment, and be a philofopher. — Come — 
to-morrow we'll fet off for Yorkfhire ; and if 
you never meet this falfe, betraying — I fhould 
hit him — I know I (hould hit him. 

Elinor, If we ftiould meet, he'll hardly re- 
colleft me — his own conduft has fo impaired 
my health, that Pm quite an altered woman 
fince he faw me—- befides, I can fo change mr 
drefs ' ' 

Enter William. 

William. Sir, dinner's on the table. 

Edw. Very well! Come, Elinor — the dark 
tale fhall die with you, and a brother's attention 
•tone for a lover's falfehood ! 

JLlinor. Ah! if our parents had been Uving— 
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Epw. They would have aQed as I have done 
•— protefied, not 'deferted — reclaimed, not ex- 
pofcd : — and by the foftering hand of a parent, 
many an unfortunate viftim, that is now reduced 
to fliame and defperation, might have been re- 
ilored to happinefs and honour. — [Spttn^^ peeps, 
in.'J — Come you, Mr. receiver oi flolen goods -^ 
why, what are you afraid of? — come and drown 
your cares in wine. 

Spunge. What wine ? Burgundy ? 

Edw. Ay ! in Burgundy. — ^" Come, jolly Bac- 
chus, &c," — l^Exit with Elinor.l 

Spunge. Drown my cares in Burgundy l-^^ 
ha ! ha ! we fwim again -^^ I'm an independent 
man — from this hour, Y\\ be expenfiye •— gratfe- 
ful — hofpitable-^Sir Edward*s houfe to me 
is open, and Til take care it (hall be open houfe 
-—I'll invite all thofe rich fingers that have lent 
me half guineas-^ all thofe pooraftors that have 
fent me orders — and all thofe very poor mem- 
bers that have given me franks •« oh! Fm an 
Independent man ! \^Exit^. 
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ACT ly. 

SCENE— -^ Ftew in the &ea-port Totm. 
£»/^r.WooDi*AND tf»rf Harry, 

WoQDfcANP, 

VV ELL } -«» what fuccefs, Harry? -^^ have you 
he^d any thing of the piftyre ? 
. Harrv. No, Sir-«^ I can*t fifid the pifture any 
where ; and I'm fwrc it muft have been taken away 
from fooie fecret mifchievous motive. 

Woop: *Sdeath! who can be fo malignant?— « 

fo 

, Harry. What do you think of your old friends 
^tr. and Mrs. Scatter !•=— wouUa't they commit 
any mean adtion to torment and diftrefs you ? -r-^ 
but chc^r up, Sir -^here's a kind letter from your 
father. 

Wocp. How ! doe3 he relent ?«— dQe5 h^ recal 
me, Hany ? ^^ [reads, ] 

, « Sir, 
^* When you re8eft on your own conduft, you 
^ cannot condemn mine. — Your profligate beha- 
" vidur at Marfeilles — ^ your refufal pf the wife I 
^* fclefted for you— -and, above aU> your continued 
" iafG^ence to Mrs. Scatter, to that moft amiable 
*^ woman — are fufEcient motives for bidding you 
^' quit niy houfe j — but to fhew you I ft ill take 
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** atMfltcreft in your welfare, enclofed is a bill for 
^* three hundred pounds; and if you condud your-' 
^^ felf with' propriety, you fhall never want fupport 
** froni your 

" Neglcfted father !" 

Harrv, There, Sir !-«- oh ! — one day or other 
the old gentleman will find out Mrs. Scatter's real 
charadler, and then — but foniebody*s cooking ! — • 
ril proceed in niy fearch of the pifiture. 

Wood. Do, Harry, and fpare no pains to reco- 
ver it. [Harry exit.'] Yes: they have triunnphed ! 
and I could yield up the fortune without com-- 
plaining ij but to lofe the alFedtions of a father, that, 
Ipite of his unkindnefs, I flill honour and revere ! -— 
and to fee hjm duped! — perhaps ruined— beg- 
gared ! -^ 'sdeatb ! I can't bear the thought of it— 
rU return and warn him ! — No — no — though 
his doors are open to Mr. Scatter, they are fhut 
againri: me. At the interceffion of this amiable 
woman, his. crimes are. forgotten; and I've for ever 
loft the kindeft parent and the beft of friends !— -' 

£»/^ Scatter. 4AJ Sir Edward Bloomly. 

; Scat. I tell you, my wife infifts on coming tq 
play caffino with you ~- Nay, nay, we have 
knowji one another a long time. 

Edw. We have : and therefore We wont't play 
at caffino for a long time. . Woodland here ! 
Scoundrel! — what can he want! — I fuppofe he 
has mifled the pifture, and comes — well — • let 
him — I'd rather he'd pick a quarrel — I ftiouid 
like juft tor^ IQenchs his fiji — Woodland turns 
round.]— zhy Woodland ! — How d'ye do, Woodland ? 

Wood. My friejid! [jhaking bands with Ed-" 

Edw. 
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Edw. I griped hitn— I fqucczcd him hard, how- 
ever. 

Scat, [to fFoodlimd.] So, Sir-*- 1 underfiand ic 
has been kindly whifpered diat I and my wife have 
purloined a fevourite pidure from you — did, you 
ever hear any diing fo fcurrilous or conoemptible? — 
\t9' Edward.] — as if a gentleman would diievc aft 
old trumpery piece of canvas ! 

Edw. Very true — as if a gcndcman would 
Aicve an old trumpcrv piece of canvas •*— and par- 
ticularly youj whole time is io much better em- 
ployed in Ikying caflino-^why I ihouldn't b^ 
fiarprifed if he accufed me next. 

Scat. Oh, no — he won't accufe you •— hc*$ too 
ibnd of your fifter, as he calls hcr» 

Edw, My fifter ! 

Scat. Ay j do yoy know he ha,d the impudencil 
laft night to give Mifs Bbomly for a toaft. 

Wood. Have a care. Sir; or you U again- ea- 
nge me — 

£dw. Speak on. Sir — what Mifs Bloomly I 

Scat. Ay : that was my qucftion — " what 
" Mifs Bloomly Y' fays I — <' Sir Edward's fif- 
« ter/' fays he — " Oh ho !" fays I—" you'd make 
'• my wife drink a kept miftrcfe, would you ?"' — ^ 
ay — ay — I knew the ftory of the farm-houfe—- * 
fo I explained it to his father^ and the old gentle- 
man very properly refented die infult by fhewing 
him out of the room, 

Edw. Is this, true. Woodland ? 

Wood, It is : and to you Tve to apologize, for 
naming a fifter whom I have not the honour of 
knowing — but for him — mark me, Sir -r- [tak^ 
ing Scatter ajide] — though a ftranger to Mift 
Bloomly, regarding her for her brother^ fake, I 
am ready to vindicate her charadter in any way you 
plcafe. 

Scat* 
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Scat. I dare fay you are : and when I was as 
poor as you, I was as ready to fight as you — but 
now ril fight no man that isn't my equal — that 
isn't heir to five thoufand a year — - and you —you 
are difinherited 1 

Edw. Difinherited, Woodland i 

Wood. Even fo — the difpute of laft night con- 
firmed my father's refentment; and my enemies 
have fupplanted me in his fortune and affeftion. 
'Sdeath ! was it not enough to lofe the objed of 
my love, but I muft alfo be deferted by my father? 
*— Oh, Edward ! I've now no friend but you ! — ^ 
and if you abandon me ! — but you will not ! — no 
— thank Heaven ! — I have not injured you — 
farewell ! we fhall rneet again. 

Edw. "Where are you going. Woodland? 

Wood. In fearch of the pifture ; and whoe'er is 
the purloiner, [looking at Scatter] his punifhment 
Ihall be exemplary. — Farewell ' and pray entreat 
your fifter to forgive me; for I don't know why, 
I feel fuch ftrong and brotherly afFeftion towardi 
her, that if I thought (he were in danger 

Edw. ijhaking hands with him.] What ■— would 
you proteft her. Woodland ? 

Wood. Ay : I would proteii her with my life, 
Edwaid J and prove, that though I once felt grati- 
fication at reducing a woman to diftrefs, lean ftill 
feci greater at relieving one froiD it ! [£»«/.] 

Scat. Upon my word, I'm under great obliga- 
tions to you and Mifs Bloomly — that toaft was 
the climax that completed his difgrace — kicked 
a mean fellow out of a hundred thoufand pounds, 
and feated a gentleman in his place. 

Edw. William ! — my curricle direftly. 

imiliam exit.} 

Scat. Your curricle !— why, where arc you going ? 

Edw. 
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Etow. To Woodland grove — to reftoreWood-* 
land to his father— r- to kick a mean fellow out of 
a hundred thoufand pounds, and feat a gentleniaii 
tn his place. 

Scat* 'Sdeath ! ■^•-'.are you mad ? -=-^ Stay where 
you are, I iofift " ■ ^ ' 

Edw. NOiSir — Woodland is the laft man oil 
earth I ^ould owe an obligation to; and when I 
compare him to you and Mrs. Caflino *«— ^ Oh ! 
his father wants inftrudtion -»*• fo I'll go give the old 
gentleman a few leiTons. 

Scat* You give him Icflbns ! Hark'yc-^ifyotf. 
tittdr one word againft me or my wife -^ but p(ha f 
•— what am I afraid of? —* a boy, an urchinj aa 
half-finiflicd compofrtion ! 

Ep w. Half-finiflied compofition ! — zounds I 
be cautious in your language, or elfe — 

Scat. Elfe, what t 

Edw. Nothing— your age prote6ls you. 

Scat, Age protefts me !— whyj you young jack?v 
ftnapes, Fm not — 

Edw. Lord ! I know what you*re going tofzf 
*-"you*re not thirty-— what then?*-*- you're of die 
Bond-ftreet, the full-grown baby breed | and zt 
twenty comes decrepitude **-• at thirty dotage*^, 
and at forty fecond childhood* Oh ! I'd fight a 
dozen pf you f 

Scat. You fight l^^-lVe a great mind to treat 
you as you defcrvc' — put you in my pocket, and 
drown you in the next puddle.^-*- But go your ways 
•*— go meet the fate of Woodland — get turned out 
of doors for impertinence.*— I have bufinefs elfe* 
where — fp your fervant, ftripling. 

Re-enter William. 

Will. Sir! yonder- is the curricle- 

i Epw* 
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Edw. So I fee ; -^ and, as ufual, Mn Spun^ 
performing the office of coachman.— rWcU—hij^ 
company may be ufeful. *^I fay, Mr. Scatter — in 
the words of Homer let me advife you — Homer ! 
.—•nay, I beg pardon : -^it's fo long lince you left 
fchool, that it's infuking you ta talk learnedly to 
you. 

Scat. Infulting me i 

Edw. Yes; boys are the only fcholars : •--* in- 
fieed, we'cre the only clever fellows— ^ and in love 
or in literature— ^ at cards of at cricket— in fliprt, 
from a battledore to a bullet, you'll find the young 
one is a rriatch for the old ones! So farewell, moft 
ancient, perfe<^, finiibcd compofition! [Exit. 

Scat. I defy him -^^ my wife is 'a match for 
him, or the devil's in it; and the bank and eftate are 
jas certainly ours. — Oh ! how I long to be in pot 
ieffion! — A man without money is nothing— -if 
he's witty, nobody underftands him ^. — if he's im- 
pudent^, he's turned out of fociety- — but, backed 
by a hundred thoufand — oh! impudence be-' 
comes plealimtry and wit — damme 1 people laugh 
at the jokes before they hear them.— -Aye i only 
fee me in .poffcflion -^ that's all -^ only fc« me in 
pofllffion. -- - ^ [Exit. 

An Apartment in Old Woodland's Hou/e':^a Tahk 
and Chairs — Glafs Doors in ^ the flat — Bai:k-, 
ganmonboard on 'the TabUy and aStde-ioard, 
with Fariety of Plate (fn it. 

EnterOldWoQOhA,j!iDinhisMght'gownjafdSTiBLhhA 
with a bottle in her hand. 
Wood. Thank y«, Stella—^ put down my phyfic 
— put down my bottle of mecUctne, and I'll go 
to-bed. [ She puts the bottle on, the table — a wineghff 
p near it^] There — good night. 

H Stella. 
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' Stella. Good night, Sir ! but, before I 'go, 
mayn't I once more intercede for your fon ? * 

Old Wood, Go along with you r^ and, inilead 
of talking about that libertine, go and imitate 
Mrs. Scatter ?— copy my fliepherdefs. 

Stella. Your fhepherdefs! — dear Sir, wiH 
you never fee that you are impofed upon ? — .why, 
'tis but yeftcrday 1 heard her tdl my guardian, ffic 
y?as glad the fun fhone fo brightly, becaufe — 

Old Wood. Becau(e what now : — ■ heh ? 

• Stella. Becaufe doftor Fallible had told her^ 
that a fortnight's hot weather wopld kill you to a 
certainty. 

' Old Wood. Indeed ! -^now, that's a He on the 
face on'ti for the doAor knows if*s no fuch eafy 
matter to kill me -^ no -^-r no — he has preferibed 
for me thefe twenty years j and yet here I am alive 
and merry, and not likely to ride in one of hi^ 
carriages for fome time. 

• Stella. Oneof the doftor's carriages l — why^^ 
he keeps none — he always walks. 

Old Woop. I know it j but he takies care his 
patients (hall ride in carriages j r— apply to him, 
and you'll he in a hearfe in a fortnight r—hcarfes I 
call doftors' carriages —• but go-— go — I want to. 
tfike my compofing draught -r- good night, [Spplla 
e;cif] Ah T9^ • a om I l-Ji^^i^Z ^o'^p] this is all 
oy/\ng to you ttt your unduciful behaviour ha§ 
thrown me into fuch an agitation, th^t I caq't eat 
or fleep v/ithout- — (fakes the phyjic\ fo — it muft 
be whSlefome, it's fo nafty -— and now tombed. 

Spunge [_wiih0UtJ] Follow mer-^rm quite at 
home. Sir Edwa d. [Spunge ^^4/ Sir Edward «f/dr.] 

Old Wooq. Heh ! — r who have we now ? 
. SpuNp5. Here I am, Squire —- better thanrny 
^ord, you fcC' — nuf only paic myfclf, but brought^ 

a friend 
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% friend along with me — Sir Edward, the ftjuim 
V- Squire,. Sir Edward — muin ! — afk him to 
fupper — ^ he'll rtay [a/tJe io OA/ Woodland]. You'll 
ftay fupper, won*t you, Sir Edward ? 

Sir Ei>w. With the greatdl pleafure, Sir— 1 
came to give yoii a few leflTons-^rni told you 
know nothing of the world — and, as I know a 
great deal — r Exferkntia docet^ Sir. 

SpuNDE {at we table, pouring out a glafs ofphyficJ\ 
With ail my heart* — Expertentia ddcet. \,Drmhl^. 
and /pits it out again.] -^ ha, \ ha! damnation! — 
,your wine's worfc than your butter !, 

Old Wood. That's juftrce -^ tTiat will l3e a lef- 
|bn to you ; and I wi(h it had been poifbii inftead of 
.phyfic — btit iodic ye-^hfear mej you two mit- 
r^udcrs — ind'antly account for your doming to my 
houfc^.at this, hour of night, 6r-^ 

Edw. None of the angry jjoy, old gendeipan — 
jione^of the angry boy, I befeech you **— in the firft 
place, I underftand you have drfetted yotir fon, and. 
.^opted fi female faro banken 

Old Wood. What ! refledt ori my ffiepherdefs ! 

Ebw. Shepherdcfsl — oh — ;aye — true — (ticcp 
have always rooks about theml Come, that's 
very well. 

Spunge. Blefs you ! he knows ^1 about it—* 
Ke goes halves. 

Old Wood. [^J^ J I will. Pll gd rtiake oW a 
Warrant, and commit them both direftly. — Gen- 
^emen— I muft keep them in the dark, left they 
efcape — Gentlemen, I Ve confidcred what yoifvc 
faid, and I'll go confulc with a friend. 

Edw. Ayei I thought I Ihplild correft you. 

0|d Wood. You have- — and now Til correA 
you lafide.] Til foon return — in the rtiean time^ 
as there are no cards in the houfe, will you amufc 

H :i yourfclves 
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jrourfclvcs wjth a game of backgammctn ? -— ydtrf 
fervant, Gcntkmcu. — They're two houfebreak- 
crs — father and fon— and FU have them both 
ihug in the county gaol. [Exit. 

Spunoe. Bravo ! he's gone to order' fupper "^ 
and now what fay you ? Shall we t^e his advice i 
play at backgammon I * ' 

. Ed w. No ; don*t degrade the box : if you nnuft 
liay, throw a generous main l^is down, andtakcf 
)ld of the dUc'box.'] Come, Where's your ftakc I 

Spunge [in a melanebely tone.^ My (lake ! 

Edw. Whatr you've no calh?-^ welly never 
^.mind I we play on truft. 

Spunge. Don't -^ I hate truft — lendmethofe 
6ve guineas [Takes fbem from Sir ^d^dixA.^ Theri 
i-^ there's my guinea. ^ * 

Epw. Seven's * the maini — fcven ! — • ha^ hil 
Iwin** Conne,--*your ftake." 

Spunge. Well, the*e — rU be defperate : diert% 
another guinea. 

. . Epwu Seven !-t- ha, ha!-»-^nicfc. Confte-^ 
again. 

Spungs. No -— never lofe more than two guU 
neasacatime. Pocket die other three, [ij^;} 

Mrs. Scat. Mercy on me ! that wretch here 
again ! you, too. Sir Edward ! , and gaming fo 
near my uncle's chamber ! 

Epw. [holding up the dice-box, and tattUng U'] I 
fay, Mrs. Scatteri don't you hear the glorious 
found? — don't the mufie thrill through every 
vein ? — feven ! [throwing, and looking^ and laughing;^ 
tf/Mrj. Scatter.] . 

. Mrs. Scat.. For ihame ! you'll wake my uncle. 

Epw. Xome, you know you ean't refift j you 

jnay 
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teay as well play at oftct. — • Scvfen I you ncyfer tofi;^ 
j^ou fay [ftilljkakiftg ibi htrx bt berJ] 

Mrs Scat. I mould like to pigeon the yoting 
reprobate ; my fingers itch for its and if I thought 
•Iny uncle wouldn't wake -^ 

Edw. Sponge, I'll bet you five fhe plays. 

Spunge. Done. — ^ I'll bet you five Ihe don't. 

Mrs. Scat. Then I will play, on purpofc that 
^m may lofc. Come, give me the box ^ and, 
that we iifi^y make no noife, let us throw on a 
doiley. Oh, this is charming ! -— < delicious ! ^^therd . 
*-«- there's all I have — ten guineas. • 

Edw. Very well. Seven 1 nkk i ha, ha ! I 
"irisi. 

Buer^^frm the Door in tie fiat ^ Old WooDLAHtkg 
and two Servants. 

Old Wood. Sofdyj tread fo%. We'll fteal 
*pon them by furprife. Halla! what's there I 
[HepaufeSi and ob/erves behind.^ 

Mrs. Scat. Was there ever fuch luck ^•'^-^I'vt 
no more cafti. 

Edw. Hav Vt yoii ? — ^ Well — youVe what's ^ 
good — as miftrefs of this houfe, you arc io poflct 
fion of jewels, plate — {Looh at Jhe fide-board] — 
there noW — that fi^ver cup — I'll fet you twenty 
»gamft that filver cup. 

Mrs. Scat. Will you ? — • Oh, ghat's very kind 
of you. — 

iGves tojtde-heard and brings away thefihfer cupm 

Old Wood. Very kind, upon my foul. [/Iftde. 

Mrs. Scat. Now for it -*^ here it is. — 

\Putting the cup on the tdbiek 

Edw. I fay -^ if the *fquir^ was to fee us play- 
ing at hazard for his own plate ! 

Mrs. Scat. Never mind*-- now I've once be- 

. gun. 
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,gun,. rd foonef lofe aU the furniture in the hxAiil 
than leave off: — here -7^ TU throw this time -==** 
^ahs the box] -— Five's the main, and at all in thfr - 
ring. [As fie ratfes her arm to throw^ Old Wood- 
land lays hold ofit,-^ She lets the box fall.- 

Edw. Ha f ha ! — look at xkt fhepherdeis now l- 

SpuNGJS. Ha! ha! --^natural enough. 

Edw. ^Picking up the dice-box*^ Look at her Ar- 
cadian crook. — Oh ! 1 faid the young one woukl^ 
be a naatch for the old ones* 

Spunoe. Why, *Squife, you juft camein timfe. 
. Old Wood. So it fcems — if I hadftaid te? 
minutes k)tiger, I fliduld have loft the coat off my 
back. — Oh, I fee it all— ^ I've been a credulous 
old fool, and you. Madam — — 
' Mrs. Scat. Nay, uhde, it Was no faWt of mirfc 
— • I was decoyed by that young hypocrite — 

01d'W6oD. Decoyed by a boy !—* morefhame 
for youi and if you have no better excufe, prepare 
to quit my houfe direftly-— and your hufband-*^ 
*ake yoOr fond Ihepherd along with you. — IVc been 
too long a dupe to your arts j but henceforth 1*U 
behave as a father OXight to do — HLbe a friend to 
my fon, and an enemy to all Burgundy-drinkers 
and faro^bankers. 4 

Edw. Well faid ! — I knew my Icflbrls would 
improve' you — you're a fine boy ; and m time I 
fhaJl make a man of you — but for you, Mrs. Scat- 
ter — Ha ! ha ! — why what a fap you muft be 1^*^ 
at your time of life to be beat by an ttrchin, a chtkf, 
a half-finifhcid compofition ! — Upon rny word, you 
and your fond Ihepherd are the tw(i greateft flats I 
ever met with. 

Mrs. Scat. For fcame ! What right' has a boy 
to afFeft manhood ? 
' Edw. a better right than a woman has to affeA 

manhood* 
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manhood. Which is b6fl: qualified to rattle a dice- 
box •^ a boy or a yoman ? — Oh, man ! man ! --^ 
you'd better look about you ! for if children grow 
jb experienced, and yeomen fo n>afcwUne, you'll cer- 
jcainly meet your deferts — be deemed a fuperfluity, 
and fhoved out of the creation ' — but fee — yon- 
der*s Mr, Scatter — go, go, and cpnfole the old 
gentleman. • 

Mrs. Scat. I will : and he fliall refent my in- 
juries. — Don't fancy Tm mortified or vexed, or"— » 
no — i 'm quite content — quite content ! quite happy ! 
Qh! oh! ohi IBurfts into /<?<zrj.]— Tfl be rer 
yenged^ you may depend on't. . [Exit. 

Spunge. Hallo ! —7 won't vqu take a back hand 
for fome filver fpoonsr? 

Old Wood. And now, my little fchoolmaftcr^ 
hoiy ihall I;thank you ? to open my eyes-r-teffpre 
my.foa.to mq-ft^inftrudl— advife ! — ^^^Why, if yoi^ 
grow wifer as you grow older, Solomon will be a 
Cyraion to you — byt come --r let's fend for Torn, 
and all fit down to fupper together. 

, Spuvge. Sowc will — get better wine, though, 
damme ! — ,get better wine — treat the little hero 
like a gentkmai^ -r^ Come along — isn't he a 
noble youth ? . 

: Old Wood. Heis^— only, he'll excufe me — 
were I a boy like him, I wouldn't be fo fond of • 
' playing hazard and farp. ' 

; Kdw. And.werc I a magiftrate like you, there ^ 
fboul^ be no hazard or faro at all : — i'd enforce the • 
law, and not commit one poot culprit for decoying ' 
game, cill I had deftroyed all thole richones, whq 
eafnare^ ijnfulpefting youth, and annihilate domeftic >. 
Jiappinefs. 

... END, OF ACT THE FOURTH, 
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ACT V. 



SCENE— --^ Strept in the "Towrty and View of tbs^ 
Sea. 



£f$ter Sir Eoward Blooh^T* 



EpWARD. 

OO — IVc only to blot the ftory from my mc- 
ftiory — Fvc taken leave of Woodland^ and he aw}^ 
Elinor will never meet again. 

-fitftfr Spukge in a travelling great coat, capj i^f^ 

Edw. What ! you perfift in going to Yorkfliire^ 
do you ? , 

Spunge. Certainly — faid Td ftick to you-r-* 
look — got on my travelling drcfi. 

Edw. Your travelling drefs ! ~- 1 rather think it 
mine— 111 fwcar to this box great- coat. 
» SpiritGE. So it is — it is yours:- — ha! ha!-^ 
jmiftook it for my own. — Now it's on. Til wea^it 
for your lake — come — hey for Yoi klhire ! — this 
is ¥4iat I like -^joUy party — ^ pleafant journey, and 
travelling at other people's expenfe« 
* Enw. Natural enough : — pray, Spunge, how 
long is it fince you paid for a dinner ? 

bpuNGE. How long ! — let me fee — ohv-r 

three years ago — remember it well — ctined at the 

8 'Bedford 
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Bedford ---biD, fourteen IhilHngs — I not one in 
Xt\y pocket. ^ 

Edw. Well ! and what did you do ? 

SpvNGEn Borrowed a guinea of the landlord — • 
paid iny reckoning, and pocketed feven (hillings by 
f he dipner — f that's the w^y to live cheap, 

EtUerSrzLLA. [baftify.'] 

Stella. Oh, gentlemen •— if you have any 
pity, proteft me from my guardian — I have juft 
cfcapcd from him — ? he is in purfuit of-me % and if 
he mould overtake me 

Edw. Your guardian I -^^ what, Mr. Scatter ? 

Stella. Yes — he fays, now he has loft Mr. 
Woodland's fortune, he has no hopip but from mine ^ 
and thopjgh I fome time ago accepted bills for 
twelve hundred pounds, which are now due and 
unpaid — yet he fwears he'll (hoot hinifclf, if J 
^on't fign a bond for two thoufand more. 

Spunge. Two thoufand pounds ! -r- never heard 
of fuch z, fum-r^4oh't believe ^ihere was ever fuch 
afum. 

Stella. I ran out of the houfe 1 ajid now ^r^ 

Epw. WeUl proteft you-r—but how to avoid 
your guardian ? — , 

Stella. Aye, there's the difficulty -rr I know he 
is in purfuit; and if he catches nie-T^lookT-^ 
Jieaven^ J — r there's Mrs. Scatter ! 

Edw. So there ijs — come this way^ 

Scatter Xwithout.l You take that, road — I'll 
|;ake this — fhc can't efcapc then. 

Stella. There! it's all oycr-r-r Oh, I'd rather 
live in a prifon,-than with fuch unfeeling^perfecut-j 
ing - 

Epw. Live in ^ prifon ' -f- faith ' -w that fug-s 
I . gefts 
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gefts a thought — did'n*t you fay you had accepted 
notes that are unpaid ? 

Stella. I did, 

Edw. Then nnind, Spunge, and do as I bfdcr 
you — muffle up your coat — flap your hat, and 
hold your handkerchief before your mouth, and 
keep clofe to Stella — I'll try if I can't be a match 
for them a fecond time. 

[Spunge and Stella g$ up thefiage.. 

Enter Scatter. 

Scat. Plague on the girl ! — in attempting (q 
lay hold of her, I fhall be laid hold of myfelf — . 
every Ihabby fellow I meet, I think has a writ 
againft me -^ Ha ? — who's here ? — : — Oh, it*^ 
you, you liitle half-finifhed compofition, is Jt ? 

Edw. I fay, how's the fliepherdefs ? 

Scat. No more infolence, or, by heaven — 

Edw. You'll put me in your pocket, and drown 
ipe in the next puddle — come, now — 111 make 
you atn'ends ^ — I will i — Til ftiew you what you're 
looking for. 

Scat. You ! 

Edw. Aye : FU tell you where yoor ward is r— 
look — [pointfng her out to bim'] — isn't that, friend- 

Scat. It is indeed — and thus I feize her » 
Zounds ! — what ill-looking fellow's that ? — ^ 

l/eeing Spunge^ 

Edw. Come here — don't you know him'? 

Scat. No — who is he ? 

Edw. a bailiflP. 

Scat. 'A bailiflf! 

Edw. Yes : — he has arretted her for twelve 
hundred pounds, and has a writ againft ypu. 

\ ■ '' ' '' SCAT^ 
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S6at. The devil ! — I^m off—— yet hold ~> 
if I lofe rpy ward-^-^ 

Jfcpw. Lofe her ! — , why fhe's fafe enough, isn't 
flie ? — She's not going to Gretna Green with a 
lover — no — Ihe's going to a ipunging-houlc 
tvith a bailiff. 

' Scat, True: and there I have her fniig uhdef 
lock and key -^ why, what an amazing clever lit- 
tle fellow yoq are ! 

EdW^, What ! — J^oii've found it out, have you ? 
•^-^ why, your wife found it out laft night — lEMter 
Mrs. Scatter] — didn't you, fhepherdefs ? 

Mrs. Scat.. Stand out of the way, Sir — Ym ia 
fearch of-^Ha! have I recovered yoii, Mifs Stella ? 

[iMying bold of Stella- 

Scat, [taking J\4ri. Scatter djide] Be quiet — 
dori't you fee that fellow ? — he's a bailiff—' has 
arrefted her, and got a writ agairift nme — let hinrx 
take her to his hoiife — • Ihe'U be fafe enough there 
■ ' - you underftand. 

Mrs. Scat, I do-r-pafs on. Sir-— [/<? Spunge] 
i»— I beg I mayn't interrupt you. 

[Spunge iows r0eff/ullp 

iScAT. Civil fellow ! -^ he fees, and don't moleft 
mc — I muft reward him for his tendernefs — hq-e 
-— give him thefe two guineas — they're the laft of 
the family: — but — 

Mrs. Scat. Sir ! — - 

Ito Spunge, offering him the two^guin^as. 

Spunge. {Snc^tcbing them from her] Natural: 
enough. ^ lExit with Stella* ' 

Scat. What wis it he faid ? j 

Ebw. He faid it was quite enough — Ha ! ha ! 
he^.hc! 

Scat. Why, what are you laughing at ? 

Edw. I was laughing at your calHng me a cle- 
I a vcr 
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vcr little fellow — ba ! ha ! — ^ I am one, that*s the 
truth on*t — he ! he ' — I fay, Mr. Scatter •— flic's 
fafe ^AoiTgh now. \E^if* 

Scat. Yes — yes — fliers out oT danger ; and 
that I may be fafe too, let's get out of tlic way aa 
faft as we can *— Come — in an hour you (hall wait 
upon Stella—— 

Mrs. Scat. Ah ! Vm afraid it's too late — ouf 
diftrefles are paft redemption i but never mind — 
we're ufcd to them — and after all, when you think 
of the trouble of paying and receiving money •*-» 
the fctigue of keeping accounts — 

Scat. Very true : and then, when you thmk of 
the comfort of never dining without hearing duna 
ferenading in the hall — never flecping wkhoue 
knowing that there are bailiffs to prote^ our pro- 
perty from fire and robbery — why, when you think 
of thefe luxuries, Kitty, money -^ monev is z mcM-c 
troublefome commodity than you imagjine. 

[ExeunL 

Einter Sir EdWard anJSrtlLA. 

Epw, Yes, yes : I thought you would be fafef 
tinder my proteftion; therefore I*' ordered Mn 
Spunge to aeeompaay my fitter — they are already 
let off, and now wc'M follow. 

Stella. Sir Edward^ what is the -matter with 
Elinor ? — when I fpoke to her in the poll-chaife^ 
file feemed much deje.dled ; and when by accident 
I mentioned the name of Woodland,, (he was. fo 
agitated-^ '^ 

Edw. Indeed J — Tm glad flic's gone thea — * 
flie will never fee him more. 
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Entur Ww-UAM baXifyi 

Wit LI AM. Ohj Sir Edward— fuch a aiisfor-* 
tunc — your fitter ^-^ 
Epw, My fitter ! . . .^ 
William*. Pafling by Mr. Woociknd*3.park- 
gat€) the Carriage broke down, and ^^ ^ 

Edw. How ! — is (he hurt? 
William. No -^ but Mr. Woodiand^s fer-^ 
Vants coming to our affiftanc^, and feeing the pie- , 
turc -^ my old mafter*s portrait in the fcarriage^ 
they faid -*- indeed, Sir — - 1 cannot fpeak it. 
Ei>w.- What did they fay. Sir ? 
William; They faidjk the thief is found — 
charged my miftrefe with the robbery 9 and, ncrt-* 
Vithftanding we told them flie wal your lifter, 
they feized her and her <j)mpanion as common 
tnalefadtors, and carried them before the magiftrate^ 

Edw. What magiftrate ?. 
. WiLtiAM. Old Mr. Woodland, Sir. 
Edw. *Tis falfe —'tis impoflible ! 
William. 'Tis too trues and if youdon^tgo 
dire&ly, !Sir — 

Edw. Oh — *if I forgive him this — Stella, this 
faithful fervant wil|[ take care of you till I return 
— treated as a rfiief ! — * a malefadbor, and by the 
maft who betrayed •— who — I can't fupport it — 
Ifeel I am a boy, and unequal to bear up againft 
fuch complicated evils — but I forger my fitter— «- 
foilow nric— I'm a man again. [Exeunt^ 

An Apartment in Old ^po-DhXnt^^s Hotfe^ 

Old Woodland difcovered fitting in his tthfttd"^ 
• Chair — Clock and 'liable before Inm-*-^ on one 
Side Toung Woodland and two Servants ^ on 
the othery Elinoji, SpiirKCjs, and two Conftables 

—-Elinor 
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— Elinor is veikdi and che tf the Servanii 
holds the PiSure_. . 

Old Wood. Silence ! — the magiftrate fpcaks-^. 
You, Torn, fwear that the pifhire belonged to you?. 

Young Wood* I do. Sir. 

,bld Wood.. And you both fwear [to fervants} 
that you found the pifture in* the prifoner's pof- 
feffion ? 

Servants. We do, Sin 

Old Wood. Then bring them forward : let me 
have a look at them* [EYinor and Spungc are lfr(fug^bt 
forward^ Jhe veiled, and he. In a travelling drejs.\ 
Firft> who are you, Sir ? " 
V SptTNGE. dh. Squire f don't you know me ? 

Old Wood. Know you ! , 

Spunge. Supt with you laft night— drank tea 
•with you the day before— ^ and meant tQ dine with 
yoti to-rhorrow! 

Old' Wood. What! it's come home to you, 
is it ? Oh, this is an old offender. Make out a 
warrant for him diredly. 

SpunjGe. An old offender ! Lord ! lord ! 
when I lived at other people's expenfe, litde did I 
dream of being hanged for it ! — but if you punifh 
me, pray fpare her — ^pray fpare Sir Edward's lifter* 

Young Wood. Sir Edward's fitter ! Sir^ not, 
for the value of the pifture do I fufpedt them of 
purloining it; but from fome fecret, fome vin-. 
diftive motive : and \to Old Woodland] fince they 
perfift in ufing and degrading an innocent lady's 
name, I beg they may both be comniitted inftandy^ 

SirEDW. [without.} Where is fhe? where is 
royfifter? 

Spungb. a reprieve ! a reprieve t 

Sir Edw. [who enters.] Does Woodland know 
you, Elinor ? [taking her.aJideJ\ 

EtiNOR* No. [Afide,'] 

7 EdW* 
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Edw. So, pupil ! [to Old W.] mvKrli good my 
l^ffons have done ydu-i- but I hav'n't time to 
finirti your education -— fq, to fchppl! to fchooft 
at once. 

Old WooDy I go to fchool ? 

Edw. ^To be fure. 

SpuNGEr Aye, go to fchooL -rr- Adieu. 

Young Wood. Xjiopping him'] Hold, Sir-r^ 
where are you going ? 

Spunoe. What's that to you. Sir ? 

Edw. Aye 5 what's that to you. Sir ? 

Young Wood* Edward, think me not i|tH 
grateful : but I have fet fuch a yalue on that pic- 
ture — my hbpes and fears are fo involved in it — 
that I muft beg your fifter to inform me, jby wl^^ 
ftrange means it came in her pofleffionj 

Edw. She fhall not anfwer you. 

Young Wood. Not anfwer me 1 

Edw. No -T-- fhall i^iot. Let that fufece, Sir, 

Young Wood. Have a care — on any .other 
lubjedt 1 could bear much with patience : but 04 
this -r- not e'en froni you — 

Edw. What ! it galls yox^, does it ? 

Young Wood. You know it does. If ihe 
came fairly by the ^ifture, there is no harm in 
anfwering the queftion — but if fhe purloined it^ 
no matter what the motive — were fhe my fifter-— 
and being yoprs, I do efteem her as my own— 
I would not — nor I could not (hew her mercy, 

Edw. Indeed! llronical/y.} 

Young \yqoD, No— ? the law muft take its 
courfe. 

Old Wood. To be fure it mufl — and is juftice 
to be delayed, becaufe fhe's your fifter ? — No ; 
my young fchoolmafter — the prifoner^ arc found 



^[uilty. 



Epw* 
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Edw. Fnkfitts, Sir ! 

Old Wood. Aye^^ prifbners. They are coa^ 
viftcd on the evidence of my fon and my fcrvants^j^. 
and were they the firft people in the land, it is my 
duty, as ah honcft magiftratfe, to fc^d them to* 
pfifon : therefore away with them. 
• Edw. [To covftakles who are Jeizing Elinor.] Let 
her go! the fiift man that touches her, dies. 
Hear me. Sir ! hear mc, 'you — [taking Youngr 
"Woodland afide.] 

Young Wood, WeU, Sir. 

Edw. You remember that yoi>ftole that pidure. 

Young Wood. Stole it J 

Edw. Aye, ftple it from a lady in Jf ranee. Sir ! 
•^there's an a6k of robbery ! r— then you've fwora 
it is ycur own •— there's an aft of perjury ! rrr 
then you would take away an innocent girl's life — • 
there's an aft of murder — therefore let her go-r-% 
let hcrpurfueiicr journey; or the rope you defign 
for their necks Ihall be twifted round your own —- 
Ffl expofe you -- I'M expofe you, Mr. Woodland I 

Young Wood. Hold your Jiccntious tongue—* 
isn*t ihe proved guilty of the theft ?• 

Edw. Theft ! well, if Ihe k -r^ is fhc to fuffer 
for purloining a piece of canvals, and you go un- 
punilhed for ftealipg the deareft jewels iti a womai^s 
poffetoon-rr-honour, innocence, h^ppnefs ?— is that 
Jaw — is that jvifticc ? Look ye. Sir [/^ Old Wood- 
land] — if you are the honcft magiftrate you dc^ 
fcribe yourfcifi let him be committed. I acciufc 
him of the very robbery with which he charges 
her. 

Old Wood. Hifn !- — whom I ■ ^ ■ 

Edw. Him — that fcoundrel ! 

Young Wood. Scoundrel! 

Edw. As I wifli to fhew I've ftill fome friend- 
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ihSp for yoii, I wifh to faye you from- an igi^jmir 
nbus death. Come — follow me^ and I'll be youR 
executioner. ' 

Old WpoD, You !.^- why, you young proflU 
gate, you- would not fight a man, would you ? 

Edw;, No— and yet I would fight him. Conic,^ 
$h;l vi'iil you come ? [beckoning Young Woodland tQ 
fiUow W.] 

Young Wopp; Lead on, Sir — yet ftay — 'ri^ 
ja a lifter's caufe, and h^ is .young and headftropg. 
J forgive you, Edward, I forgiv^ you* 

Eaw. That wo'n't do — we'll have no boys' play 
now [Elinor appeals to Sir Edward] — nay Elinor, 
when you were wronged before, I wasn't neait to 
proteflryou, but now— *coni^ out, Sir! what, afi^id, 
are you — then fbmcbody lend me a can/e, and I'il 
convince him I'm old ei^ou^ to chaOile 4 cowardv 
Young Wood. Coward l-^— thus, then [rujbii^ 
iojeize Edward] — follow me. Sir,, — follow me. • 
Elinor. Oh, my brother, do not terrify me — - 
-[Tw^^-Woodland breqksfrom hisfath&Tx Elinor/^j 
bim\ let me entreat youj^ Sir \be crofes her, Jbe holds 
Jrifn\ — nay then -^ if%iiifs Blooinly cannot de- 
tain you, perhaps Elinor Campbell can 1 •:r-Jook i 
.— - \Jbe throws up her veil, WoodlandLar qfi.oni/hfd.] 
.Oh, Woodland! -if you've any pity, do not de- 
,pnve me of the only confoladon y<m have: left me 
f~fpare but my brother, and I willJoiecl !— I will 
blcfs you ! 

Ycttjng Wood. Her brother ! — the fifter pf my 
friend J — ^ an^ I — r Oh, yUlain ! — ^^ villain ! . 

Edw. Ay, look at the man now ! — you call me 
proQigate^ Sir [to Old Woodland.] -^no woiider if I 
^mone, for when men fet:fuch opprobious ei^am- 
pics, isit ftrangc that boys grow up to intamy and 
ruin ? 

K Old 
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Old Wood. I fee it all -—this is the Kfly he bcr 
traycd in France. 

Edw. It is. Sir: an^ I coQveycji away the picr 
turc to keep the ftory iecrct : biit fincc it is divul- 
ged — will you fight, Mr. Woodland? If yotfvo 
one remaining fpark of friendlhip for him you have 
fo injured, do pray --^ pray fight me. Scoundrel* 
r-i flxould hit him 7- oh ! — I know I Ihould hit 
htm. 

Old Wood. Oh, Tom' Tom!— you're no 
fon of mine— and if your mother were alive Td 
iril her fo to her face. Sir, — [to Edward] can 'ar> 
unhappy old father make you any amends ? 

Edw. None. Come, Elinor: 

Young WooD.v Stay — I only aflc before wff 
part for ever, that lady may be witncfs to my love 
and my remorfc ! — that I have wronged her my 
iweakiDg heart can withcfe — for, from the day my 
uncle tore me from her — Oh ! but for him, I had 
not kno^n thefe agonies ! 

OW Wood. Pflia ! ^ it's too late now — whkt 
inotive had you for accyfin^ her ? 

Young Wood. Loyel •— I thought that it 
might lead to a difcovery of all I held, moft dear, 
and it has ! — I fee her now before irie ' — I once 
again behold her ! r— yet in a moment Imuft lofe 
.them ! — for ever lofe all that I prize in friendfliip 
and in love !— Oh, Edward !— you ufed to call m^ 
brother! 

Edw. Come away, Elinor — I don't half like it 
— I begin to be boyi(h again.— He has ufed Us 
both (bamefuliy, and yet — — blefs me ! ^ — how 
iniferable he looks ! — . poor fellov^r ! — I don^t 
think he'll live long ! —^ If you've any thing to 
fay, Elinor — • WJiy don't you fpeajc^- — don't 
ftand fliaking here, but fpeak out. 

Elinoij* 
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; EtjK.ojEt. Lbavfi iiotbing to fay -^ only if hi$- 

.tipcle caufed our fepa^ation - — — 

, ^DW. Hedid:and tfaerefore-'-i— ^kl~ 

l^f : . ' • ^. . 

. Youngs Wood* My frieiid ! 
Epw, I did not fpeak. Sir— ^ it was my fifterf 
J. Old Woop. Come— come— I fee youVe half 
inclined to forgive him, and fo am I --^ and if 
yqu will but make me father of fuch S daughter/ 
'Toni lliali have one-Half of my cflate now, and 
|he otiier at my death ;---and it isn'^t far off; for 
.|f the match takes place/ 1 (hall die with joy )-^ 
. Will you --^ will you confent ? 

Spunge. D(>^loye a wedding t-i^leads to ait 
ieaft one jolly party. . . 

Edw, Weil: fince it niuft be fo — -^ there, 
, Woodland — we are brothers in reality. 

Old Wood* Here!— order dinner-*- egad! 
weMl have a day of it. 

, Sfvif^il A day ! we'll have si yeaf of it ! ^ 
Spread a table— lay a hundred eo^rs-^Tend to 
.London for turtle, turbot, fidlers, fingers, and 
Burgundy. Don't you trouble yourfel^— [/^ 0/d 
n Woodland] — henceforward Til be matter of this 
houfe! 

, Old WboJD. ^Egad!-^— I believe yours is the 
beft mode of living cheap after all— iothef* p^o- 

[' pie only fave by retail 

Spunge, And I by wholefale !*^i^hat fighi- 
fies faving and ftinting yourfelf at home ?— aieVef 
have any home at all -^ live on the flats -^ they 
are always glad enough of your company, 
bid Woop. Are they? 
SpuNGJE. To be fure^^man and wife— i* Mr. 
and Mrs. Woodland for inftance -^ after the 
Jhoney*moon, glad when a friend pop$ in to ifir 

K a tcrrupt 
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-terrupt thelete-a-tete— ^^'Myidear, I amfo^ftr^* 
— •^ aod I fo aiindyed-*^aw ! aw !"— [^^ne^w^]— ^ 
in I come-^ks I fliall often — ^very^—vcry often. — » 
" Ah, Spunge ! glad tp.fec you,- Spimge ! '■^•ftay 
and eat mutton, my hopeft fellow !**--it"hey de- 
vour my difcourte — 'I devour their dinner -^aU 

* parties are pteafed ; — and there's the true mode 
of living cheap. 

Edw. Wen-: for your kindnefi to my fitter, 
the more you honour me with your compjttiy, 
the happier you'll make nle — • this i$ your re- 
ward !— ^Elinor is your*s, Woodjand ; and you-** 
[to Old Woodland ] — ^in getting rid of twoimjiof- 
tors, are made happy, — ^^But what w^flbe'mjr 
fate ? — I a(k not reward*— I only hope to ^fcapi^ 
puniflimeht. 

If Ihave been too forward and teo bold, 
Coniidcr, 1 itiay mend brfbrc I'm old; , 
B^t man or boy, beiieve me thi? is true — 
My chief, folc pleafure is— -iapleafiog you i ' 
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* " i ' . , ' , . .; ..'/..' '..I A. " 

. .. / 

{ • ' ' ' . ■•.' t \ 

Well \ hoy d^ye life tiic Vay i«t llvb^ lidfl!jj(|^?^ ', 

What otbcrs'fow wtfli cit^ ^Itt eafc to ircap; . . " / 

pur friendly Bard has fticwti you all the' V^' ' ' "-' ^ " '' 

i'o fliare in ev'ry thing) yet nothing pay* 

This Spungek waMy gn> ji^tn iog§ ^im ^ 

Yet he but practices a modifh plan ; 

Yes — ^he but reprefents a humorous kind-^ 

For ev'ry family its Spunge may find. 

What are to them the burthens of the ftate i 

Let grov'ling induftry fuftain the weight. 

What is to 3iem the. qx^W paipchial tax. 

Who bear, Iflce ftl^^ dsieirlnanfions on their backs! 

Should tradefmen ckmetrri mnd'ihould writs aflaili 

The remedy ^s at hand — a friend muft bail | 

^ friend, whofe liberty is oft the price 

That gives ne^ fcopc to folly and to vice* 

In ihort, at once the fliifting tribe to draw^ 

A race of robbers^ not proicrib'd by law. 

Yet while onr Bard would lafli thele men of prey^ 

Who live by fliuffling arts from day to day j 

Who, merely for fome manual calling made^ 

Pretend to genius, and difdain s( trade % 

Ah I ne'er can he attempt, with wanton mlrtfa^ 

To wound fhe fiftan of real wit and worth i 

To him, if faffe the glittering ore deny. 

Wealth (hould with gen'rous pride the want fupply i \ 

For he, allufd by fancy's dazzling rays. 

Like fummer myriads by the folar blaze ; 

Like them, too, thoughtlefs of the winter^s cold, 

The while furrounding fweets their charihs tinfold ;- 

The world regarding as a tranfient toy. 

And the true aim, the prcfent to enjoy ; 

Fondlf 
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Fottdlf rdieflf^on Fortune's future care. 
And leaves the dull her lading gifts to (hare. 

• ** He. gives the feftive board its higheft zeff^' 
^ Amid the pt&e of rsi^,*'a ncjbler ^efti.! 

^ In his bright noon of life carefs'd oj all, 
•* Tili for new fav'rites Fa(hion dooms his faU. 
f< A cheqqfcr*d'fate his waning ye^r^ •endure/ 

* Revcr'd, yet flighted^ fam'd, and yet obfcure ; 

^ At length d|iftrefs o'erwhdlms him, fri^ndfliip flies^' 
** He droops unno'tic'3, an3' fbrgotten dies!'* 
And now, ye moral cenfors, ipare the play, 
That ftriyes to rout die locufts of the day. 
So may the jjpanges hve no more on fpoU, 
But uicfttl proye, and^mrive by honeilt toil. 

* Zhs )i«^ AHurM tlMti.«« w«r« Qoc l^eq. 
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FROI.OGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. MURRAIT. 

TPE tinv^ hath been, but in a bau-barous a^. 
When poets bravy their audicacc frpm jhc ila^ 
jPoets pontifical, whofe lofty tone 
Acknowledged no tribunal but their own. 
And Cent their Prologue -purveyor to raife 
Firft ^uits and fipes of tributary praife. 

•^ Our modern bards'arfc taught an humbler flr^n, 

Andy if lefs valiant, are jiotJialf fo yain.; 

No longer aim t|ie nation's tafte to lead, 

Content if they can follow and fucceed. 

^Fbus if the tinie fliould^ome, when in the place 

Of Natute you fhou'd fubditute grimace, 

CFatal reverfe !) What cou'd the Poet do? 

Offend the many to appeafe the lew ? 

iNo, if in Greece true tafte had been as (carcc^ 

The Stagyrite himfelf had fTood for farce. 

Jf wit thro' five long-adts will not hold out^ 

iMpmus muft help to flir the laugh about;, 

And when you crown his mummery with applaufc, 

you bribe him to tranfgrefs the drama's laws* 

He were a very wild romantic el^ 
WbQ only wrote to figure on the flielf ; 
To hear his own fad fentiments rebound 
Thro' empty galleries with a dying found. 
And fit like Seneca in calm decay, 
IKYatching how Hfc lleals drop by drop awayi 
No, let him take his profit and his eafe, 
And' trifle on fo long as trifles pleafe : • 
Tioo weak to flrugglc againft fa(luon*s tide. 
If with the current he's content to glide, 
fie only yields as Caefar did before, 
When Tiber's torrent drove him from the fliore* 

The finiple tale we have to tell this night, 
^hew3 tru(h triumphant over ranc'rous fpite« 
tafts in dark fliades the bafe defamer's part, 
And crowns with jufl reward the liberal heart. 
Oh might oiir efforts gain tbeif wiflit-for end. 
The gay to' amufe, the faulty to amend, 
]^ake fiction rule her thoughts by nature's laws, 
And wit exert her powers in virtue's caufe. 
Then and then only might we claim applaufe^ 
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Dramatis Perfbnae. 

Sir OLIVER MONTRATH - - Mr. Murhat. 

ALGERNON Mft.HoiMAw: 

SCUD (an ApoAecary) - - - Mr. Quick. 
£ARLING(anAtt«rmy) - - • Mr. WmTrjuih. 
SIMON SINGLE (an old Servant) Mr, Mvnden. 
Farmer GAWDRY - - - - Mr. DAVRNtoRr. 

ISAAC (hUSon) --.»-- MiL.j6ii.tt, 
FETtR ( Jo^rnpymaa «f> ^UP) r M«.Anof. 
JACK(aBo3r) ------ Mr. S][MJ«Ws. 

flLANK (a |'oo(iP9d) . • . . Mr. Twmnow 

Lady CYPRESS ----- Mws Chapmait. 
EMILY FITZALLA^ . . - Miss Bbttsrtok. 
JENNY SCUD ----- Mrs. Kijicht. 

MrS.BUCKR^ - . ..- - MRS.DAVEIiPOIlT. 

JLACHEL WILLIAMS - - - Mrs.N«rtok. 
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FALSE IMPRESSIONS: 

A 

C O M ]^ D Y. 

A C T I. 

SCENE, a Chamber in the Houfe of Scvj> 
the Apothecary. 

I n^ ^W— I— W— i— i— ^ 

Enter Scud. 

AHA ! very good, very good. Here I am 
again — no bad night's work — ^pretty faiirilli 
job — patient none the better, myfelf none the 
worfe — tipt two guineas for fitting up with old 
Lady Cyprefs — ^flept comfortably in an eafy chair — 
nibbled a cold chicken with thy Lady^s woman — 
tiffed a can of flip with the old butler — crib*d « kifi 
or two from the fweet lips of Mrs. Rachel^ and 
gave her a box of cardamums and a bottle of elder** 
flower water in return for the favour — So iar^ fa 
good — ^Well done, Jerry Scud ! — Holloa ! Jack> 
boy, puppy ! where are you ? 
lEnter Jack. 
Jack. Here am I, tnaften 
Siud. Fetch my flippers, firrah ! Take cflT my ^ 
boots. t£ir*rjAci:4 

My dear Jenny can't abide bootsi very rights 
very reafonj^le; foil the carpet, dawb her petti- 
coats, anaoy her olfaftories— No wondcr^^elicate 

B darling 
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a FALSE IMPRESSIONS: 

darling my Jenny — fweet* pretty creature-rpwfeifc 
pofey of a woman — [Re-enter Jack. 

So^ fo, fo ! take hold, firraH^ pull away ! -That will 
do^, 'fhatwilldo — fet my flippers — red moroccos — 
ftockings not foil'd — pretty well off there — Now, 
puppy Jack,, whereas your miftrefs ? 

JacL Don't know. 
. Scud. How does (he-do ? . 

Jack. Can't tell. 

Scud. Is fhe at home ? 

Jack. An't fure. 

Scud. Was fhe at home laft nighty or was (he out ? 

Jack. Both : Ibmetimes in, fometimes out. 

Scud. You're a fool. Had (he company ? 
• Jack. No, no ; no company. 

Scud. Poor dear Jenny ! Wliat, quite alqnc? 

Jack. No, no ; not quite alone. 

Scud. Jackanapes, didn't you tell me fhe had 
no company ? 

Jack. Yes I dids becaufe why ? fhe bade^me let 
no company in; yet (lie wasn't quite alone by .her- 
-felf, becaufe young Squire Algernon was alone 
'with her. 

^- 5r7^//. The devil and his dam! I'm done for. 
<Tet out of my fight ! begone ! away with you ! 

[E.xit Jack. 

Ah Jenny, Jenny, Jenny ! You are bent upon 

fending your poor hufband to heaven fome day or 

.other, when it' rains white the fun Ihines — ^How 

•HOW, Peter I 

; ' ' : Peter eniers. 

Peter. Is there 4ny alteration to be made, in Lady 
Cyprefs's medicines ? 

Scud. 
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. ,&r«^. None at all, none; draughts /r«/ Mte^. , .\ 
. #^^/^rv They do^ ik) good. 
^ 5r»^. They do no harm. 

Peter. They are a fnere chip in porridge— Con* 
ferve oif rofes will never cure an aflhmai 

Scud^ I know it ; what then ? A patient cur'd 
is a cuftomer loft. In one word therefore, repeta^ 

Peter. Be it fo ! let nature do the work herfelf 5 
our pradice wont puzzle her. \Exit Peter. 

^cud. Miferable m^n that I am ; my Jenny tete- 
a-f e|;e with Harry Algernon l-^-^a rake, a rogue, a 
Tantipole. .Hah ! here (he comes — 

. • Enter Mrs^^QVXy. 

Light of my eyes, joy, of my heart, fair as a lily, 
come to my arms! Out all night— -figh'd for my 
darling — counted, the minutes — terrible long ab- 
fenc^i — ho^y did you -bear it ? — Doubt you've been 
ionefome — ' .. 

Jenny. ^ Not at all j .far from it. Harry Algernon 
has been here. 

Scud.' Wh^t does. he w^t ? Nothing to fay to 
him. ... 

Jemy, But you'll hear what he has to fay to you. 

Scud, Let him 'fay it to me only. Not fitrc(jm- 
pany for jewel Jenny. *, ' ^ 

Jenny. Ridiculous ! He only wants a little of 
your interell .with Lady Cyprefs.-— Apropos 1 he 
has brought you half a buck. i 

Stfid, Let him. take his half buck home again. 
Wouldn't name his name to Lady Cyprefs for all 
the venifon in his father's park. 

.^^emy. Hav'n't you n^'d ,his name" to Lady 
; ^ ' B a ^' ' Cyprefs? 

Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



'4 FJLSM JfMPkEisrONS: 

Gyprefs ^ I doubt you have, Jetry, dEfcencr fliai 
you ought, and in a way you (hou*d be aftiam'd o£ 

Scud. Only faid what laWyct Eatling faid^-^-al- 
Ways had the law o' my fide. 

Jenny. On which fide was truth ? on whfchiide 
was gratitude ? RecoUcft yourfclf. 

Scud. What fliou'd I rccoUeft ? 

Jenny. FU tell you. — ^Your adventure at Bam- 
liable races, when in the pride of your heart you 
muft ftiew off in your new gig forfooth ; and where 
wouM you have been now if the very man you hxsa 
defam'd hadn't fav'd your life at the ]pcril of nis 
own ? 

Scud. He did, he did — I don't deny it. Tit rua 
reftive*— tipt me over a whieelbarrow— tumbled un- 
der his heels — might have been kicked to atomsr** 
fiirgeon's work as it was — ^fnapt my arm-^weli k. 
was not my neck— much obligpd to Harry Alger- 
non—never {poke againft him fince. 

Jenny. Speak for him, man s ^tisn*t though you 
do not fpeak againft him : liberate your confcienrc. 

Scud. Jenny, Jenny, liberate my confcience, as 
you call it, and I fhall liberate my cuftomen ; if 
Harry Algernon will be a rantipole j if his women 
ismd his wine, his racing and his revelling, have 
xrofs^d him out of the old lady's books, how am 
J to blame ? 

Jentrj^. Well, well, *tisn*t your bufinefe to fet the 
worft fide of his charafter to view ; you have, be* 
aefited by his courage and humanity— why don't 
you talk of them, and hold your tongue -about Ms 
fmilties? 

Scud. ^ tongue cati <$o nobody any fesmn. 
# IteU 
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* A fc O M E D Y. I 

I teH yxm it is all up with him : lawyer Enrling has 
done his bufinefi. If ever he enters my lady's 
doors, or touches a Ihilling of her fortune while 
he breathes, fet me down for ^ fool and a ifalfe 
prophet, 

Jenny. Suppofe he does not aim at touching a 
Ihilling of her fortune ; fuppofe he only wants — 
|i9t here he comes, and will tell you what he wants* 

Algernon enfers. 
Mg^ Ah, Jerry, my worthy fellow, give me your 
hand, give me your help. — No, no, that's not the 
point ^t prcfent — ^take your fingers off my pulfe. 

Scud. Very high, let me tell you'-r-very full-^ 
gallops at a furiou^ rat^. 

^i^. Expedatioii^ raifes it, hope quickens it ; 
Jove is my difeafej'and if you don't ftand jHy 
friend, di&ppointinent wS be my death. 

Scud. Love ! Can't cure love-^troubled enough 
to cure the confequences of it. 

Alg. Hark, ye, Jerry, you are an intimate of 
Lady Cyprefs ; I, though her neareft of kin, am an 
exi}e« Within her caftle Uves the idol of my foul, 
Emily Fitzallaa ; obtain for me an interview witjx 
her, and though you can't cure love, you may refcue 
me ^iirom death, an^ then you may fairly boaft pf 
having &v'd one man's life by jrour pradice. 

Scud. Can't do't — not poflible — fair Emily never 
goes out of the caftle, 

A/g. Therefore it is I want to go into it, 
Scud. Hopelefs cafe— not upon the chances — 
Qld I^dy won't bear to look upon you. 

A/g. rU excufe her if I may but look upon the 
young one : nmnage that for me, my good fellow, — 

5 3 Nobody 
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6 FALSE IMPRESSIONS: 

Nobody knows me ; nobody can .find me out ; Tm 
a flranger to the whole family. 

Scud. And fo you are likely to remain: 

Jenny ^ Come, come, Jerry, caft about ; be good 
natur'd, and contrive fome errand or pretence to 
introduce him. If there is a little danger, furely 
you may rifque it for the preferver of your life. 

Scud. Foolifh fchcme, jewel Jenny, foolifti 
fcheme. — ^Won'tdo. 

Alg. Have you no medicines to fend in ?^ Can't 
I perfonate your peftle and mortar-man ? 

Scud. Nbt you ; I keep no fuch peftle ^nd mdf- 
' tar- mail iii' fny (hop, ' ^' 

Alg. But you keep a heart in' your bbdy,' arid a 
memory in your brains, therdfore you m'uft ftand for 
me as I have'ftbod for you. ' • '^ ' 

Jenny. Hu(h'!'. here com'es Simon ^Sihgfci the 
keeper of the caftle. Leave me* wi^^ 'him, and I 
warrant I have a key to his'daflle, ' • ^ • ' 

Alg. Angel of niy hope;, into your hand§ I con^-^ 
mit my caufe, •' '; : • - ' i. ' 

Scud. Aye, aye, leave your caufe,' and quit your 
company. [ExeuM Scud and AtOERkoN^ 

Simon Single, Je^^ny ^cvp.. 

Jenny. Welcome, welcome^ my good friend^ 

Simon. Glad to iee you, pfetty Mrs. |jane. 

Jenny ^ So you are taking your rounds this fair 
morning, Mr. Simon. 

Simon. Better take them than Jerry's dofes, 

Jenny. ' I agree with you. 

Simon. So wou'd not they perhaps, 

Jenny. And how are all cronies at the caftle > 

How does tlie venerable virgin Mrs, Buckram, 

9 pretty 
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A COM ED Y. 7 

pretty Rachel Williams, and the reft of the fair 
nuris ? . . 

♦ ' Simon,, Name *em not ; you have not left your 
ftUowi. ' What is Rachel Williams ? a baby. 

yetmy. Well, but Mrs. Buckram — fhe is no baby. 

' Simon. No, o' my word ^ (he is of the race of 
the Aji'akims, 

, Jenny. No matter for that, friend Simon; you*ll 
marry Buckram^ 

. Simon. No, no, that buckram fliall never ftick in 
my^fkJrts. Harapha of Gath wouldn't marry her. 
i am ho knight-errant to encounter giants. 

Jenny. I (hou'd think fo ; for if you were a true 
knight, you wou'd not fleep before you had fet free 
you? lovely prifoner, Emily Fitzallan. 

Simon. There*s one a-coming will do that. Fair 
Emily, will be a wife before you'll be a widow. 
: Young Montrath is the man for her j he's expefted 
every day with his uncle Sir Oliver. It is all agreed 
upon, and my lady's whole fortune will be fettled 
on Mifs Emily. There's a ftart for you — there's a 
fally from dependance to profperity ; from wanting 
every thing to pofleffing all, 

Jenny. And nothing left to Harry Algernon ? 

Simon. Yes, patience if he poffeifes it, and an ill- 
name whether he merits it or not. 

J^nny. Well, I can't fee the juftice of all this. 

Simon. Who can, where lawyer Earling is con- 
cerned ? That puppy of an attorney lords it over 
the whole caflle ; and now we are in the buftle of 
fetting out Mifs Emily in a ftile before Sir Oliver 
arrives. There are fine drefles to be made, fine 

B 4 apartments 
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I FA ISM IMPRESSI&NS: 

apartments to be furmlhed, and frelh (ervanjts 49 
be hir'd for the heirefs. 

Jenny. Say you fo ? firefti fervants ? Are you fall? 
|f not, I cap recommend you fuch a lacquey-r-tlm 
very man of men— Jerry (hall bring him to yoo. 

Simon. Bring him yourielf ; lead him over in a white 
bridle, and let me judge of his points and his paces. 

Jemy. You (hall— my life for your's, Mifi Emily 
^ill be charm'd with him. 

Simon. Adieu ! time flies when I am with you. 
Onco more, adieu ! I (hall expeft you. I hope 
you are happy with your little dodor ; but I muft 
think you were much too fine a flower to be pluckt 
by an apothecary, and (luck into a gallipot. [Exit^ 

Jenny. He's off*; you may come ouf of ypuf 
hiding hole ; the coaft is clear. 

(Enter AhozKiiiO'Sjfollo'ived by Scyo.) 

Alg. Now, my fair advocate, what have you done 
for me ? Is there any hope ? 

Jenny. Of the old lady's fortune, none ; your 
a^nt has not left you a fliilling. 

4lg. I'm glad of it. 

Scud. I wonder why. 

Jenny. Mifs Emily is to have the whole. 

Alg. I'm forry for it. 

Scud. I wonder wherefore. 

Alg. I'll tell you then. Had my aunt bequeathed 
^p me hey fortune, (he wou'd have probably re- 
ftrifted me from marrying Emily ; having given it 
to Emily, (lie has doubtlefs tied her up from 
marrying me. Had (he done neither one nor the 
other, I have enough to maintain her, and the prize 
bad been my own.' 

Jenny. 
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. 7^«> An4 fo fl^e ftxall^ I've a pifoje<£t for you? 
laeeting. 

4jf. I doubt if I ought to feek it. 
.* iSr»f/, Very true; lay it afide altogether; it wiB 
luring a plaguy deal of mifchief upon me, and do 
^o good to you. 

J/g. Tell it me however, 

Jemy* You'll comprehend it at once. There h 
a proper valet to be hir'd for the heirefs, fit to wait 
pppn her perfon^ and gmce the back of her chair at 
^le. 

J/g^ I can't do it;. I am not equal to the taik; 
I can't approach fo near, and yet refrain. When 
(he jl^ke to me, I (hou'd be loft ; wlien (he look'd 
pn.^ie^ I ih9u'4 betray myfelf ; and when I hand* 
pd her the plate, I fhould prefent it on my knee. 

Scud. Aye, then you wou'd be voUied out of the 
^ii^iow, and I kick'd out of the doors. Now, 
(illy Jenny, what's become of your projedl ? 

jilg. Hold there ! tho' dangerous in the extreme 
it is not altogether de^rate. |f I cannot undert 
^ake the offices you defcribe, I may yet prefent 
joxyfelf as a candidate for her fervice ; and in that 
pharader perhaps obtain an interview with my 
pharmer. That hope is worth an effort. 

Scud. It isn't worth a farthing, and will be 
pounds and pounds out of my way. Curfcd fcrape, 
foolifli Jenny, curfed fcrape ! 

Jl/g. But where (hall I get a proper drefs to ap- 
pear m ? 

Scud. No where ; you can't appear at all. 

jfeuny. Fear notbingi I'll provide you with a 
drefs. 

Scud. 
m 
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10 FALSE iMPR^SSlbNS: 

S<ud. Egad, (he has a provifion for every thwg. 

Alg. Who but muft conquer that is armed by 
the fair ? There is a rafcal in the family, Earling 
by name, who has flandcrotifly defam'd me ^ I'll 
wring his ears from his head. 

Scud. Take care ; Earling is an attorney, and if 
he has any ears you will pay for wringing them ^ 
if he has none, you'll be puzzled to lay hold of 
them. ....:. 

Alg. Come,' Jerry, I fee what ftaggcrs yon; you 
jire afraid of lofing the old lady's cuflom. 

Stud, ^ou'are right ; I ani.'. She takes pbyfic,^ 
and you -take pleafure. ' • 

• Afg. Mat4c me I Til not prbmifeyoti to fWalkw 
as muAy' medicines -as fliedoes;' biit, €!ome^hat 
will^ rU gu^rante^ you'agai'rfffi all Icfffes incurred 
on* my account ; fo fear • nbtfidrig, but eome oq, 
©HJfretioii' Itan't boafl; bf, but in honowr I will 
never be found Minting; '* " 

' • Scud* That's enough, that's enough \ Deal upoo 
honour and- I aril with you. I love to do a good 
natufd aiftion when t^here'^ nothing to be left* by it-. 

{Ex}um^ 

SCENE changes to dn Apartment ih Lad^ ' 
'Cypress's Ca^e-. 
Lady'CY?KE9Sy iL^wy<fr Earling. 
^ £ady Cyp. Enter, enter, Mr. Earling : you come 
upon a wi(h. 

" .'Earl. Ever prompt to ajpprove myfelf your lady- 
(hip's moft devoted and moft abfolute humble 
fervant', upon a wifli I come, upon a word I vanifti, 
-' Lady Cyp. 1 am fatisfied with your diligence ; 
you may fpare yourfelf the trouble of defcribing it. 

EarU 

% 
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Earl. I am dumb. 

Lady Cyp. Have yovi the memorandums about 
you, that I didated ? 

Earl. If my tears have not defac'd them. Be- 
lieve me, gracious lady, when I I^^w my own name 
fet down to a bequeft fp munificent, I was covered 
ivith blullies, I was chbakM with gratitude. 

Lady Cyp: Out With it then, out with your 
name, if fuch is the effe^i and write in Algernon's ; 
'I warrant gratitude' will iiot choak him. 

Earl. Good, ver/ good ! Your Tadylliip has the 
gjft of rallying pie jn the mofl: pleafant way out dF 
my metaphors. Choak is a figure foniewhat of the 
ftrongeft. 

Lady Cyp, Why yes, and I fhouM think you may- 
venture upon the legac}^, and rifque the effeds 
pf it ; fo copy out your paper when you pleafe. 
' ■ Earl. 1*11 fet my cferks upon it out of hand. 

Lady Cyp. You'll fet "the world upon it whew 
Vtvt out of it, for yop have totally cafhier'd Harry 
jflLlgernbn, and he is the fqn of my lifter, 

J^arl. Aiid yoyr fifter was the wife of his father, 
and his fether was yoiir unremitting perfecutor, 
who VQ3^'d you with ^ fiiit in chancery for teu 
long years, and ten might have been added to ten, 
had it not been that I — I fpe^k modeftly of myfelf ; 
\ am no egotift — I fpeg.k fimply of number one, 
and nobody elfe, for your barrifter was a cypher — 

Lady Cyp, But a cypher put to number one adds 
no trifle to its value j fo the upfhot is, you gain'd 
the fuit, and I paid the gofts — a vidtpry little to 
be envied — and, after all, is it juft and equitable 
the fon (hoxild fuflfer for the father's faults ? 

EarL 
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Earl. O jus et aequum ! as if he Jbad aQt fawlts 
enough of his own to warraipit your e;x<;lufioQ . of 
him. 

Lady Cyp. I have heard enough of his faults I 
confefs, if you are corred in defcribing them. |f 
YOU have deceived me — 

Earl. I ! I deceive you ! I defame your nefAew ! 
J who have never Ipoke of his offences but with 
regret and forrow s never brought a ftory to your 
ears, but with the view of intercepting (lialicp aatl 
foftening down impreffions ; I deceive you ! then 
where is truth and virtue ? , 

Lady Cyp. Both in fight,' as I fliou*d hope — tear 
Emily appears* 

(Emily Fitzallan Mers.) 
. Earl. I humbly take my leave. Mifs Emily, Fm 
your's— Humph ! not a word! Your feith&J 
friend to ferve you. Not a look ? Upftl^t { I'll 
marry the old lady, and cut her out of evi^ry (hil- 
ling— I will. [Exh E;ari,xjj^, 

Lady Cyp. Approach, my dear f Come, ^^ar m^* 
I muft talk with you. Well ! You l^ave^be^ tafee 
the apartment I have newly furnifhed— »od.do yo^ 
like it, Emily ? 

Emily. 'Tis elegant in the extr^m^ — *tis iump^ 
tuous. 

Lady Cyp. Tis your% my dear^ it is to graqej 
my Emily that I have deck'd it out. 

Emily. For me fuch finery ? 

Lady Cyp. Child of my heart, for you. AU I 
poffefs is your's. 

Emily. I hope you will not tempt me to forget 
that I was poor and humble^ 

Lady 

V 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A C d M E D V. tj 

" Itiiy Cyp. 1 hope not : nature has endowed you 
iVith admirable qualities ; profperity, I truft, will 
not pervert them. It does not quite come on you 
by furpri^e : you cou'd not well fuppofe I lliou'd 
adopt the fon of my moft unrelenting pcrfecutor. 

Emily. I did hot dare to reafon in that cafe. 

Lady Cyp. But you mufb know how worthIe6 
in himfelf, how undeferving of my favour is he, 
wlioj in refpeft of confanguinity, is the only perfon 
that couM fuperfede you. 
' J^miiy. You fpfeak of Mr. Algernon. 

f,aJy Cyp. I do ; I fpeak of him, whom no one 
Ipeaks of but With reproach and fcorn. 

Emily. I do confefs I've heard much evil fpeak- 
ing, but 'twas from one who fhouM have more 
refpeft for truth and decency than to traduce the 
nephew to the aunt, 

Lady Cyp. What do you mean ? WouM yon 
defend a libertine ? 

Emtfy. No, madam, I defend no libertine; but 
you will not be angry if I avow that I deteft a li- 
belief: If he, who thus has poifon'd your opinion, 
knows utt the charader, the manners, habits, fen- 
ttments, connjeftions, perhaps not ev^n the oiit- 
-watd form and feature of the mkn, whofe fame he 
mangles, can I be to blame if I implore you, for the 
Jove of juftice, to hear before you ftrike ? 

Lady Cyp. What is this, Emily ? What is this 
warmth? 

Emily. Honeft, not prudent j out of time ancl\ 
place, but ftill fincere, tho' fafh. 

Lady Cyp. You call on me to he.ar before I 
ftrike ; 1 now demand if you that ftrike have hetfrd ? 
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Do you know Algernon ? Have you-convors^d 
with him ? . 

imily. Madam, I have* 

Lady Cyp. You have ! when, wWe ? he comes 
foot hither ; never was admitted j never will be. 
Within thefe doors. Aftonifhihg that you (hou'd 
dare to tell me you have made acquaintance with 
this profligate* 

Emily. Hear my defence,^ — You gave me leave 
to pafs a little time, for change of air after my hX^ 
confinement, at your Hill-farm^ One evening t 
had rambled about a mile from home, when upo0 
entering a little copfe, thro* which my fc)Otpath led, 
judge of my horror, when a villain, fuch I muft 
call him, furpriz'd me, feiz'd nae, and in fpite of 
cries, prayers and entreaties-—^ 

Lady Cyp. Merciful providence t what do yoil 
tell me ? 

Em/y. A dreadful tale I fiiou'd have had to tell, 
or died ere I cou*d tell it, had not lieaven fcnfcnie 
a refcue, a brave brave preferver^ who. with a f(»il 
all fire, and motion quick as lightnings fpruogda 
the ^ailant, grafp*d him in his arms, and aftera 
contention, furious tho* (hort^ hurl'd him to t^ 
ground, breathlefs, and maimed with bruifes-— 
Which of thefe merits the name oiprofiigatt ? Not 
he that fav'd me — It was Algernon* 

Lady Cyp. Algernon do you fay ? My worthleis 
nephew Algernon 1 Take care ! 

Emily. Renounce me if I tell you an<untruth* 

Lady Cyp. Vm all aftonilhment. Wlxo was thqs 
aflailant f • . 

. Emily. Madsim, 1 know not. Your heroic 

nephew 
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hephew bore me lidS dead and fainting to my 
tiou^e; 'twas' hoVfirf'tli^T^ndJ^rliinl tif^M A%er4 
non» He ftaid with m^o.longer than till the care 
of the good people had reco\^ered me : the next 
iiKWlittg I rrtam^d tatbe-caftlc, fctring.to fertfiutt 
any longer in fo-fi:](lkaryitt place* >Of Algernon, I 
fiwf fipmcM-e; :Now,;ftiffej me.ftppaflc^^ is^ithis the 
coiidjid of a prolJig^ei i ; . ^ /^ 

,.. |£j^/y. 'Ti&a^tfuapi^ipiadam. , 

Lady Cyp. Why have you k^t .it to yourfelf 
thus. \f>x% ? .:3ro(ijlve^^been.r^tura*d,two days, 
.. ' . j5>jf^. Becaufe. yntjl this hour 1 have not feen 
your fpirits in u date to bji^ar the flightcft agitation. 

Lady Cyp^ Anddoyou think the agitation flight 
ttiat 1 now fuffer ? No, I fee your danger, Emily y 
2 fccrypur weak cnejduUty, and* much J fear yoju'll 
find yourfelf thQ dupe of Algernon. What bufinefs 
.cou'4-^ihaye at qiy Hill-farm ? . 
. Emilys M^wi^aijj your tenant's wife nursM Mr, 
Algerapn. 

. ; X'l^dy Cyp. She. never (hou'd have nursM you, 
Emily, or harbour'd you one moment, liad I 
JjUiown ij. , . 

---ifiwi^.; That's hard j but I muft fufFer and be 
filent^ , 

Lady Cyp. Be filenfr then, and go, to ypur cham- 
ber i tliefe you may meditate on what you have 
been, and call to mind, with timely recoUedion> 
what you may be ag»Q. 

••/«•• '. f <• • - • ' . .' ■ 

End of ACT I, 
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Ml/ i(a 5a» Isaac. 

Bimon. lyjf ASTER Gawdry, Mafter Gft#drfi 
jjfX have I not &dd the word, and nifkl 
not the word that 1 have ^RSd fefVe and fulBee to 
put thee out of doubt, that Ifaac thy fen, tibyicm 
Haac, will not do ? ' 

GawJ. 1 pray you now, MaSbst Sithaa Sin^, 
be kind-hearted, and confider of it. I fhoa'd be 
main proud to have him in my fedy's livery; hisf^ 
a docile lad, and can turn his hand, as I may {ay, 
to any thing. 

Simon. Let him turn it to the plough ; he's a 
bumpkin : let liim drive the team and dung thi 
land ; he's born to it : let him ring tbe hog^, and 
tend the ftyc, and toil in the dnrfgery of his voca-^ 
tion. Nature never falhion'd him to be the lac^ 
<juey of a lady — ^You are anfwer'd, fermet Gaw- 
dry. 

Gawd. Aye, Mafter, I am anfwer'd, but I Mk^ 
not heard. I hann*a told you half the things tny 
boy can do. 

Simon. What can he do ? Unfold h 
Gawd. A power— Speak for yourfelf, Ifaac j te4 
the gentleman what you can do. 
Ifaac. A*looks fo grave, a*daunfcs me. 
Gawd. What fcou'd daunt thee, boy? Don*t 
hang thy head, but up, and tell him boldly what 
can'ft do. 

Ifaac 
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tfaac I wuH, fkthef^I wuU. — I can fing pfalms, 
fhoot flying, worm thd puppies, cut capons^ ifiwb 
the rookeries, khd make gins for polecats* 

Simon. Wonderful ! and can't you eat ^nd drink, 
and fleep and fnore abundantly ? Can't you wenck 
when you have an opportunity ,'fwear now and then 
upon occafion, and lie a little when it ferves youf 
purpofe? 

Ifaat^ Yesi yes^.I know fomething of all thefe 
inatters. 

Gawd. I told you he was iit to wait upon any 
lady in the land. . 

Simon. Upon any lady but the lady Cyprefs he \i 
TW^kome ; upon her he may wait long enough be^ 
fore he gets any other anfwer than I've given you. 
JDi£lum efi — Gpod morning to you. 

Gawd. Good morning to me. indeed ! How long, 
I trow, have you been this great man, to carry your- 
ielf in your geers fo ftately ? I can call to mind the 
day when you came into this family as mere a bump- 
kin; as you think my boy to be* 

, Simon. Keep your temper, neighbour Gawdry, 
keep your temper ; mount your ftced, amble home- 
wards, vifit your oves and your boves^ comfort your 
good dame,, and prefent my humble fervice to 
her. 

Gawd. I won't comfort her; I won^t . prefent 
your humble fervice to her; I don't find you are 
{o willing to do her any fervice, and as for humble, 
it don't belong to you — but mark my words— time 
is at hand — county election's coming on— afk me 
for a plumper, then, do; afk rtie> I fay, for a plumper 

C —and 
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— ^and inind whece I[U d^ijf^ycQi t^ look for. it. 
Come along, Ifaac, come alpRg I 

[Exeunt Ga\VJ>RT 4»SJfkAAS^ 

Simon. We men ia power, when. we have af^Mc^to 
give aw^y, maJce nine enemies^ to one friend, and 'tia 
nine to one if thgt, friend dpa't turn aa eoopy 
before h^ i$ well WArna. in. his ofice^-r-rAh, Do&m^ 
is it you ? 

Scud md SunoN Si^g^lj^^ 

Scud. Your fervant, your fervant ! I have bilWII^^ 
you the young man Jenny re^ommendedj^ 

Simon. Have you fo, have you fo ? Whw 4i^ 
you fall in with him ? 

Scud. Crofs'd upon him by meje cha^ce^^^feicejf 
fellow — wants a place —think he*ll fuit W[ifs E^jgr-?. 
noobjeftion, dare fay, on his part — won't b^l^ 
for wages— will you fee him ? 

Simon. Hold a moment.— Ha? he. got. .^ cjjiairaf :* 
ter? \".-u 

Scud. Two — a good one an^. a bad o^^i h\^ 
the good one is what he wou'd prefer beiflgilyiffi^ 

Simon. I give him credit fpr that. Wlj^tngia*^ 
does he bear? . .^ 

Scud. Henrj'', alias Harry— yoq rijay X^i^^ youj^ 
choice. 

Simon. He ha? two of tUem, it feern^ > veiy go^ ! 
What bef^des ? ,.; • 

Stud. Scudampre. . , . . - 

Simon. A branch of the. Scuds, we'll fi^jprfb^ 
hut we'll fee; him.— Where do^ hf^ copieiriMa ? . 

5^^:^^. T'other fide of the , gQijRl^nrfepiter* li^l 

him 
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lim ^fWer queftions for hmSklt'r^oiM in, ^Oung 
nuHii pre&ht yb^rfdif to Mr. Simoo Skigfe^ tkc 
iEipediA>Ie major diomc^ of ii6$ Uhifl^iaw fait^Iyv 
' ' AtGtKvoni enters. 

Shmn. So> fe ! what's here?- TWs is nd dnidlgc for ! 
all work and all weathers; ; t^i$ 13 a thing fi^r Sun? 
days and ^ holidays ! as clean a peg to h^ng a 
livery on a& h^ajst cauM wHh.— WelJ, Henry Scuda- 
more, you're hs a pJace^ and, I concludfi^,. on^ where 
thece's lead to do will pkafe you oioft i you ara 
not usfd to labour* 
jfig. lam not. 

Simon. Nbr ever mean to be, I dare believe. 
Scud. Oh fie! you'll put him down j. he*s modeft 
to a fiualt- 

Simon, li that's his only fault, we'll overlook H^ 
What caart you do ? 

Alg. My beft to pleafe my miftrefe, and fome-r 
thin^, I fhould hope, to gain your favour. 

Simon. Egad, youVe found the way to that alrea- 
dy ; I like your anfwer much; I like your manners, 
cotmienaiite, deportment ; and I am no mean. judge^ 
altbo' I lay it- ; 

Alg. Sir, you have all the right in life to fay it; 
for if none elfe will give us a< good woixi, we muft 
e'en praiie ourfelves. 

Simon. A ftiarp wit, let me tcU you; — Ihfket^ 
Hcaiy,. your name I know ; the place from Whence 
you come I do not know ; your qualiiicatiQas re« 
wain txxbeprov'd, and yjour chara(3yer I dare fky^ 
if iti tflofy^otirbwi^ giving,. wiU bci m^J^SMlkfiltf^ 
one. '■'■•••■•■■■', 

c z ^^ 
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, Alg. With your leave I fhoti'^ prefer tcfpeak 
iijix)n all thefe points with the lady I afpire toferve. 

Simon. Afpire to ferve ! Sir, your raoft ^obedient 
humble fervant. — ^I Ihall (^fire toafle you no further 
queftions, but turn you over for examinatioD to 
the lady of the houfe herfelf. 

Alg. Is this the lady of the houfe now approaching ? 

Mrs. Dorothy Buckram enters. 

Simon. Of the lower houfe (he is the lady. Make 
your beft bow to Mrs. Dorothy Buckram, but don't 
be too afpiring ; if you offer to falute her you arc a 
loft man ; that blefling don't fall to my lot above 
once in a twelvemonth, and fome would not a(pire 
even to that. 

Dor. What is this ribaldry that you are talking? 
and who is this young man ? 

Simon. A youth of promife ; a candidate for. fer- 
vice ; one that afpires to the fupreme ddigjrt of car- 
rying clogs and combing lap-dogs for the lady h^irefs. 

D^r. What is his name. . 

Simon. Henry. 

Dor. A gentle name, fbothing and fbft , I much ap- 
prove of Henry : Tve ever had a prejudice for Henry. 

Simon. Simon is fweeter. 

Scud. Jerry is more briik. 

Simo7t. Sweet Simon — fimple Simon— *why 'ts* 
mufic'— it is a lute. 

Scud. But Jerry founded in Ffharp's a trumpets . 
'Dor. Yes, truly, in the ears of a hen-peck'd huf- ' 
btod when his partlet. cackles.~But can't ihis 
y^UQgftcr fpeak.?' Henry, flhou^d/pcak likeJHemyj 
let us hear you. Were I the miftrefs you afpu-'d to 
ksn^ what wou'd you fay to me ? 
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:^'^Jfcg-. Silence 'becomes a feriMt'; ^tw a virtue; 
true if:i \*efiTe*ydur'^iiar>ajid:yourUover.-i-- : ". r^^f 

jD(?r. Ab, then what wou'd you fay ? ' 

V>i^. iSHieh if: ytoti* ftood ^ lempting as- you are, 
f^illi my fight, acffd cheered' yptir happy fwain with- 
fit^ci fo Idrelyi Iraguilh: (o allwlng.-^ • / . i 

i 'fJbir. Wiikt wcaa'd you <fo ? 1 • ♦» 

-^^^, I'd fnatchyoa.to my heart, preft ycrti, catcfsl 
ytfuVfittWheryGu withfondnefs.-^ ; . '/. \ 
'' ']&«»•. AftWo^ypu wilt; fet go,:or 1*11 fcitam out. 
^i^Smm. firavd ;' you'll do^-~A very gqod rehearfaL" 
" Stuii. A very villanous one, if my Jenny has hadj 

^ ' l&mm'. 1 give yciujoy^yodngmanV your fortufit*s^ 
matie.-.'*' • • ;" 'r. .\. .- ., • /■- • ' " "- .;> 

Dor. I wondear who has taught him this affurance. ; 

'Sti^.^C&i madam, he's a pupil of my Jenny's; 
I've nothing to do with hiin. : 

S^^/;' Come, come, there's no offence; t'was a: 
fiiir ehaHenge, and no true Eriglifliman wou'd have; 
itefus'd it .-Courage, my lad! you'll never want, a; 
Icrvice. Let us adjourn. ■ [Exeunt. ^ 

(Lady Cypress and Lawyer Earling.) 
• Lady Cyp. Well, now you've lieard the ftory, what 
do'you fay to it ? 
Earl. Nothing. 

Lady Cyp. What, nothing ? then you don't be- 
lieve it. '^ 
Earl. Pardon me, madam ; 1 believe it happened 
juft as Mifs Emily relates it to you ; I do believe 
there was a man fet on to frighten her, and that 
he took a drubbing from her heroi for which I alfo 
perfedly believe he was well paid.. 

(? 3 . Lady Cyp. 
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^ Lady Cyp> .Why (hou'd you not fuppofc it might 
be ital ? th«i^ ar^. iucb dtuakm 6^0^ ^l^aod 
down. . :'- 

£^/. But (bber oien wHl not be .tfkffft iff .by 
fuch ftftle tricks. You meet i\» iMni^ ot 4bdi^ 
thing very like it, in every paHiy radisA tfeat Jfirtl 
read. The man^s cfcap'd ; you'U acrcr h«W<^]ttBn ; ; 
bis bttr^on was not made to.goi to ptifoli* 

LadyCyp. I fee it now ; I (ibe thia* th^eont|i«a,»ce^ 

£^r/. Yes, madam, and you may aUo lee.^prtbch 
way your property will go, if ever Mife has ib« ^* 
^falofit. fi 

Ltf^ Cj!?. I'll never fign thofc deeds m ller Jbe- 
h^f tiU flie confents to marry as I'd bavc Ym^ . In*- 
deed, indeed, you have fav'd me, my good Sir,^OQ^ 
a.mofl; rafli and inconfiderate meafvM^. 
. Eari. Now is tfic time; FU iibia* the fcappjf mo- 
ment. — My ever honoured Wy> I but live to iaro 
smd feirve you; my whole ls& haabofl^^ldevoted to 
your happin^s ; the founder c^ your ^Mtune^ I 
have fbu^t your battles manfuUyi and flood a 
ficge as long as that of Troy in your <lefence ; aye» 
and wou'd die in it if need required. 

Ladf Cyp. There is no need — ^I kfltow yo»r fer- 
vices, and at my death you'll find I hav^tiot W^^"- 
rated them. 

Earh Shemelts— I'll ftrike.*— Not At your death, 
dear lady, (may that be far, far off !) but with your 
life reward me. — ^Hah ! that tells (he yields to the 
impreffion.-^ 

Lady Cyp. How with my life ? You have my 
good opbion; you haVe my friendlhip; iwhat 
more can I do for you ? . 
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' ^Eiifl TIfti* rf fee'ohlJfS&I thlrik'of J^dli. ^y 
(h'Sfe'd a thiahkl^s girl 'ehgtoft ycxir ^fbrtufle ? Ufe 
ft 5 «mpl§y it; ftiany Hiippy dd)rs ait yfet in ftbrt 
ibr you. When the Lord Cyprefs bSarried you he 
w^ your fenior by a pretty many years more than 
yetirkd)^lh5^femi*/ 

. L^^Cyp. Your iflfefetiiifefrieh that? 

'^ BartV Fda*e liiJt <iuite ife^ed it I woii'd wifh 
your iadyfhip to take it to your thoughts. A Mrtt^, 
^•ftfcMd, a l&6k, fo it ^fe kind, W^uM greatly help 
t&fe to decide it to ybu, 

Ludy Cyp. We'll tdk hb more at i>re{erit, if ydti 
pleafe; you wHi tefftnemfter y6u*rfe thy dgent. Sir; 
and I Will not ferg*t your ferticcs.-^Gfood day to ^u. 
EarL May every day and every hour be ha^py 
fts I c0uM wirti'them^ dftd you wi» be bleft.-^^Twill; 
do^^ber pride is dropping from ihfe perch— (lie 
«:bttWSr;r(hSltciatchhier. [j&a/V. 

Simon Sin6le enters. 

Lady "^Cyp. How now, Simori ! haVe you found a 
proper IM ^mongft the teniants fons to ferve Mifs 
Emily? ' . 

Simon. Of them not one, fo help me, honor'd 
iady-^I cannot recommend them j they are bo6rs, 
clowns, clodpates. 
. Lady Gyp. What is to be done ? 

Simon. There is a youth attending — JDoftorScud 
ipedkfe in his favour. 

Lady Gyp. Scud's a babbler. — ^What do you 
fey.? 

Simok. He is above the level of thefe indigenous 
fmock-frodcs and hobnails. I fliou'd advife your 
Iadyfhip to fee him. 

C 4 Lady 
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Lady Cyp. By all means -, let him enter. 
^ Simcm. H€;nry^ you are permitted to appfoaeh : 
the Lady Cyprefs deigns to look lapoix you —make 
your obeifance ! 

Algernon enters,,' 

Lady Cyp. So! this is the young man — Henry 
you call him ; 'yvhat other name belongs to him ? 

Simon. Scudamore, an pleafe you s fo he gives 
inhinEifelf* 

Lady Cyp. No vulgar name— and, fo far as ap- 
pearances befpeak, no vulgar perfon. Well, Henry 
Scucjamore, you want a place* 

J/g. I with to ferve your ladyftiip^ 

Lady Cyp. Have you been in fervice ? 

A/^. Never. 

Lady Cyp. So 1 IhouVi guefs. What leads yo^ 
npw to feek it ? 

Ji/g,. The ambition of belonging to your ladyfliip ; 
but I wou'd anfwer more direftly, might Iprefume; — 

Lady Cyp. I underftand you. Simon, leave the 
room* [E^it Simon. 

You fcem embarrafs'd. Was it not your wilh to 
fpeak to me in private ? 

-df^^. Madam, it was.. 

Lady Cyp' And what have you to impart, that 
one, who poffibly may be your fellow fervant, might 
;iot be privy to ? 

J/g. Madam, I am a gentleman by birth ; that 
being known amongft my fellow feryants might 
chance to raife an evil mind againft me, and make 
my humble ftation painful to me ; your candour 
will not think the worfe. of m.e bqcaufc; I am un-^ 
fortunate. 

Lady 
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Lady Cyp. No, not the worfe ^ in charrty cf 
thought, but I cannot employ you in my fervice, 
No gentleman muft wait upon that lady, t)>wiu»n 
I elfb perhaps had deftin'd you. — No^ntleman 
it leaft of your appearance. - 

r Alg. Flni forry for it— but' it is my fat€ to be 
jijdg'd by appearances, and condemtfd by reports* ' 
. Lady Cyp. If you have fallen into this decay '"lif 
mere misfortune, or injurious treatment, licatti'pity 
yqu ; nay, Henry Scudatnore, if that's yourname, 
^and if I knew your ftory (which at prefent I have 
not time to hear) I cou'd do more — I cou'd (and 
fomething wbifpers me I wou'd) confider your 4e- 
ceffities, and help you. 

Alg. I am the vi6tim, madam, of a villain. My 
ftory is foon told, for it is founded on afimple 
fad, which I can make appear to full conviftion, if 
yfiu will condefcend to give me hearing, and Tuffcr 
me to ftate fuch evidence, as cannot be oppbs'd by 
. my defamer. 

Lady Cyp. I know not what to fay to that, young 
jnan ^ I have no ftrength to fpare for other's bur- 
thens, and am already loaded with my own, even 
to the breaking down of my weak frame. If 'tis 
' a cafe of pity, Tve a hand that's open to your wants 
without enquiry ; if it is matter of grievance and re* 
drefs, I wou'd recommend you to ftate it to my 
lawyer, Mr. Earling, and he (hall fee you righted. 

Alg. I humbly thank you ; I will ftate it to him, 
and truft the goodnefs of your heart will fee me 
jighted. 

f^ady Cyp. Ah\ I've no heart, no health, no 
p^rves to hear you. You muft excufe me, Henry 

Scudamorc, 
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'Scudftmore. I dare nof undertake to arbitnite; 
but wait Sir OHver Montrath's arrival^ a&d he IhaB 
kcaf you ; he^s a tioble gentleman. 

Alg. Whert niali I w^t the whilft ? 

Lady Cyp. Where ? Let me fee— yeS, you ibay 
ftay this night hire in the caftle. My old fervant> 
Simoo, will entertain yoti at the fecond table. IToes 
that coiltent you ? 

JJf. I were nooft untbuikful if it did liot. 

Lady Cyp. Follow me then, and I WiH g^ve my 
orddrst [Exeunt. 

Emily's Afarment. 

EnritY I'ltXALtAN^ "kAcnth Wiiiii!k»t». 

Emily. Rachet? 

HacheL Madam ! what die yotir cx>fhthalnds \ 

En/tily. Doix't anf^ef me ift that 1616. I hiv* 
fo tong been a dependant, and liv*d ih fifch fittni^ , 
ifiirity with you, toy good Rachel, ih pattieiUaiV 
tHaSt, tho* you arc my fervant, I don^t Wift yoU tA 
ufe a language to me fo fubmiffive. 

Rathid. Whatever language you wou'd hare me ♦ 
ufe, fo it will biit convey the feme relf>fed, I will ea- 
deavour to conform to it. 

Emily. I wcu*d fain keep upon futh tertoS with 
fbrtuue, that I may Fall back to my former Jjovfef ty 
without a pang } therefore, if ever you perceive Ikiev 
giddy with profperity, recal my recolleftioh to th6 
low fituation I emerg'd from, and do it honeftlyi . . 
my gill ; doh't fpard me. 

Rachel. You'll want no monitor to warn you 
againft pride, and yet, as you require finccrity, there . 
is one warhing I conceive is needful juft at thiscrifis^ 

Efnily. State it without referve. 

Rachel. 
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Rachel. Are you Hot now in danger <£ incaiTui]^ 
your pat'ronefs*s moft fevere difpleafiope.?: 

Emily. Perhaps I arh ; but be explicit with vti%.: 

Rachel. Your champion Algernon, has he, not 
teft a thorn in that foft heart ? . 

ijAily. If you call gratitude t thorn, he has^ . 

Rachel. Are you quife fure 'tis only j^titudi^i 
Mi^ it n6t foon be love ? Nay, give Hie feave-*^ 
is it not love already ? 

Emily. Well, if it is, how can I ftrive agsunft it ? 

Rachel. Prudence will tell you how J 

Emily. Prudence will tell me an old goffip*s tale, 
but who, that is iii love, will hear her out ? , r 

RackeL Art you aware how fatal it will be te^U 
your expedtations, if my lady difcovets . your at- 
tachment? V 

^ily. Are ydu aware how natural it b to ipve;. 
the man who faves you frorn deftrudion ? My Jadjf. 
gives me riches, Algernon refcui^s my life and ho-* 
nour; I was loft but for his courage;.! am only 
p<>or without her bounty ; and if (he demands that 
I IhouM facrifice my hearths aiFedions, (he makes 
conditions that I cannot grant, nor Wou*d her fibr^ 
tune bribe me to the attempt. 

Rachel. Do you know Mr. Algernon's chara<Sberi 

Emily. Does he that blackens it ? What docs 
my kcjy know but what that lawyer inftils into her 
car ? Infamous man ! And why does he defame him? 
why, but becaufe he may retain his power in the 
eftate, and garbel it at - pleafure ? Befides, he ixas 
an ample legacy ; believe me, I hold it a dilgracc 
to read my name in the {kme page with his ; nor 
«<ou*d I be his partner in the crime of plundering 
4 , Algerijon, 
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illgemon, but that I live in hopes the time wilf 
come when I may render back the unlawful fpoiL' 

RacheL Then temporize, the whilfti piy dearefi: 
lady, or that time never will be yaur's. " 

Emily* 'Tis right; you counfel well ; and now T 
will confide a fecret to you : I have warh'd Alger- 
non who is his enemy, and what hafc flories.havc 
^wcn forg'd againft hini.— Ah ! who is this ? 'T1& 
he, 'tishehimfelf! 

Ai-^EKNON eniers. 

Alg. Huftil not fo loud. . 

Emily. Your name was on my lips. How came 
you here ? How did you gain admiflion, .and what 
have you in view by this difguife ? You may ^f- 
^lofe. y this friendly girl is fecret. : •. 

Alg. Then let her ftay ; I wou*d not be furpriz'd 
in private with you. I am here by fufferance of 
Lady Cyprefs; I have feen my aunt for the firft 
time, conversed with her, and lodg'd a plea for fur-, 
ther bearilig when her friend, Sir Oliver Montrath, 
fhall be at leifure : one of his fervants is already 
come ; he may be foon expeded. 

Emily. And his nephew, does he accompany him ^ 

Alg. I did not afk that queftion of the fervant,. 
but if you wiih it I will make the enqui^}^ 

Ej}iily, No, let it pafs. I know your aunt ex- 
peds him, — Hark, Rachel, fomebody is at the door 
—fee who it is, 

RacheL Madam, there's nobody, nor any found 
thai I can hear. ^ 

Emily. Stand where you are and liften !— What is 
the n:ieaning of this drefs you wear ? 

Alg. I put it on to counterfeit a^ fervant, or, I- 

aiovi'd rather fay, to aik for fervicc— Will you not 

6 try 
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try me, Emily ? don't take my charadler from that 
attorney*; ril ferve you lioneftly^ ' ^ 

Emily. You ferve ! you're jefting. 

Alg. Am I not your ferv^ant ?' I am your faithful 
.fcrvant. 

Emily. My heroic preferver— that is your rightful 
character, and by that title you have a claim ujton 
my gratitude, whicb only can expire with life^ 
and now inform me what you have in view % 
thi$ adventure, . 

Alg. I am not fo romantic as to think I'can main- 
tain, my pofl: longer than till to-mlorrow, to which 
time I have a furlough- by authority ; if fortunt 
ftands my friend I may efFe6b fomething within that 
period; but even now am I not iupremely bleft 
to fee you, hear you, and behold that face, that 
was. of late fo pale and wan with terror^ reftor'd -to 
all the luftre of its charms ? 

Emily. That face, affure yourfelf, will 'never be 
tum'<i from you to league with thofe who feek to^ 
jPQh you of your fame and fortune. 

Alg. I am notrobb'd of what enriches you. * • 

Emily. The heart, that fwelis with indignation 
againft all that wrong you, had but for you been', 
cold and motionlefs . — 

Alg. Oh Emily, forbear. 

Emily. This and no more — I never will be made 
the flave of intereft or dupe of llander. My confi- 
dence in you cannot be (haken, my obligations 
cannot be computed. The life that I poflefs is of your 
giying-r-What can I fay but that I live for you ?-^ 
Now leave m^, Hetwy ; not a word, but leave me. * 

. End of ACT II. 
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ACT ni. 

Lady Cypress and Servant. 

Lapy Cypress. 

HARK! 'tis the porter's bell— win to thchaU^ 
and tell me if Sir Oliver's arrived. 
Serv. Madam> he's here : Sir Oliver is pre&nt. 

Sir Oliver Montrath enters. 

Lady Cyp. Welcome, mod welcome I May 1 
tnift my fcnfes ? This is above hope that yrfu is^d 
I ihonld live to meet again* 

AV Oiiv. My ever dear, my ever honoured lady ! 

Lady Cyp. Time has gone lightly ov^r yoii^ 
my friend I You, that have traversed fea and land, . 
are whole ; I, that have tempted neither, am be-» 
come a ihatter'd wreck on (hore. 
• SirOliv. Not fo, not altogether fo, thank heaven I 
Time is a furfy gueft, whofe courtefy does fiot 
improve by long acquaintance with us ; bujb we*ll 
not rail at him' iincc he pern^its us once more to 
meet. — And here*s the f^me old caftlc ftill umi^paiit 
by modem foppery; aye, and the fame old grand 
fires firm in their frames with not one wrinkle 
Biore than when I parted from them years ago, . 

Lady Cyp. Aye, years indeed — but you haver 
fiU'd them up with glorj^; your's has been a life o£ 
tl^emes for fotiire hiftory, a field of laurels to adcom 
your tomb— mine has. been tame and fimple V€§p-. 
tatiofi. .1. 

SirO/Iv. I have UvM.a foldier^s life; but, heaven 

be 
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be th^nk'd, Tv^ plu^der'd no nabob, ftript no 
|pa|ak of his pearU and pagerf*^ wr. fm^ I; igpgi i 
bj^od idpon my fword, but what a foldier's hoopuif 
WMy wow — hMt y<Hj hnve Imr^ Af reUA of my gal^ 
latit comrade major Antony Fitzallan, He w^ . 
fygDUJoded by my iid^ caro64 ^^ffjth^fi^W, aod died 
in my arms. With his laft breath h« beqwat;h'4 
(•twes ^I he had t^beftowj a bkOJi^g tf> his <Ja|ugt- . 
ter, aftd chargVl me, if 1 liv'ci to coipe to EngUn^i 
to thank you for your charity, and be a friend tii 
her. 

, Lady Cyp. I bmft you'll find her worthy of ywf 
friendfhip. 

Sit Oiiv, h Ihe good; is (he amiable ? Has fla^ . 
her Other's principles, her mother's purity? 

Lady Cyp. See her and judge; (he's natwallji 
fiiK»c«^— but whereas your nephew ? where is Mr^ 
Lionel? — l reckoned with much pleafure u^pou 
ieeiisg'him. 

Sir OHv. Ah, my good lady, there I am unfortuc*. 
oate,. J bad built upon the hopes of prefenting 
i^ra t0 yQU ; but it cannot be at prefent. . Poor. 
Lionei is indifpos'd, aiid muft bear hi^ diiappoint^ 
f^nt wth what philofophy be can. 

L^dyCyp. The difappointment is reciprocal — a 
l^ttte time. I hope wiU bring him to us. 

S^Qim- I wifh it may — ^but look ! who comes— ^. 

L^dy Cypr. This is my orplian char^— This is. 

Emily Fitzallan mers. . ^ 

. 5«r Qih. The v^ry' iflpiage. of her lovely mother. 

J^ad^%p. Myde^rjtfei^ feSirOKverMontratJW 
mine andg^^nir ^]^r"^:{mxdi&if^th y<M*ll hoo^nu 
*WBt Sir 
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Sir Oliv. As fiich I claim the privilege to embrace 
and prefs her to my heart. My child, my chsige^ 
devolv'd upon me by a father's legacy^ when breath- 
ing out his gallant foul in prayers; and bleffings'for 
his Emily. 

Emily. Oh fir, was you, was you befidc him at 
that dreadful moment ? • ' ' 

Sir Oliv. I was, my child ! thefe arms fupported 
him, cover'd with wounds, and crown*d wifch vic^ 
tory — alas! how dearly purchased. ' ' 

Emily. Then let his laft commands be ever'fk- 
cred; if you have any fuch in charge .to giveiie, 
impart them, I conjure you. 
^ Sir Oliv. I have none but bleffings to inipAtt.' 
In fortune's gifts the hero had no ihare, in virtue's 
he abounded. In the care of this your generous 
benefadtrefs he had left you ; to that and heaven's 
proteftion he bequeath'd you. 

Emily. I am cofitent ; and what before I dw*d 
in gratitude to this beneficerit and noble lady, I 
now will pay with filial obedience ahd duty fuper- 
added. Suffer me, deareft madam, from this nio- 
ment to call myfelf your daughter. ' . ^ - 

Lady Cyp. As fuch I have adopted you/ re- 
member now, my child, the duty you have taken 
on yourfelf, the authority you have confign'd to 
me. All rights parental center now in me; your 
happincfs, ypur credit, your eftablilhment, are trufts 
for which I am refponfible. — You have no other 
taik but to obey.- 

Emily. Obedience, madam, has its limitations ; 
bti* fuch tis I would render to my father Til pay 
to jrou. -HHave I your leave to withdraw I 
^ Lady 
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Lady Cyp. You may, my «fear; your fpiiits 
^^xa to need it.-^Go and compofe yc»irfelf. 

[JSx// Emily. 
^ OUv. .Exquifite creatutel I'm enchanted 
withr her., By heaven ! 'twould be the heighth of 
my ambition, the objeft I have moft at heart ia 
life, to fee npiy Lionel— Oh that I cou'd! — here 
kBeeUng at her feet* — B(^m (rffuch parents, train'd 
by fiich iftftruiStions, and grac'd with charms fa 
lovely, Emily, without a fortuncj is a niatch for 

Laih Cyp. If fuch is yotw difinterefted wifh (ami 
grater happinefs Icotild not pray iR>r} I truft my 
fortune thrown into her fcale will not make her ap^ 
pear le6 worthy of your nephew^prcaufe you to 
retrad your good opinion. • 

Sir Oliv. No, fuceiyj^ h\3k I doubt if Ifliould wifh 
your* fc^uiie to go out of tfce right channel even 
to^Ei'nily. We that have never married Ihould 
vegard our nephews as our fons» 

Lady -Cyp. . But does affinity impofe on me an 
obligation to beftow toy property on one that me- 
rits nothing, to the wrong of her that merits all ? 

Sir Oliv. Is that the character of Algernon? fe 
he fo undeferving? 

Lady Cyp. Ah there, my friend, there is my ter- 
ror ; the deftiny I dread ; the man of all men living . 
the moft dangerous io my peace is A%ernon. 

Six Oliv. Indeed ! . ^ 

Laify Cyp. Preferve my Emily from him— favC;- 
%er from Algernon ! 

Sir Oliv. Is Algernon then bom to be a curfe 
to both of ui^. 

D lady 
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^Xb^ Gyp: ' ExpUin-'youvlsif.'' >i v / .ir: vs-i^hui 
i^SirVSv. He is youi; nephcwv tfcefe|iQni;I)wis£[eiitc|ii 
but if he's dangerous to your peace of miodvnidd 
mine he*s felai-^in one word, ^e Woxmd ofrwbkhr 
niy haplefs Uoael ncm laQguiihes was giviea.by 
the hand of Algernon. • . / ^ ^^?'(: 

hadyCyp. Horrible wretch !--4ii»niuKfettr.-^ 
Sir O/si/4 I iay not that; for m<adeiiii. coortefip* 
gives not that name to dudisA^ and honour c^tincn* 
tifies their bloody deeds. j: \mJ':'j/; 

Lady Cyp, Away with all fuch honosar^ IxMt 
di^r^ows if, nature revolts frttniit^ rtiigijmijde^^ 
nounces it — Oixl he is born to be my ftiameiind' 
torment. ^^ 

SirOtw. Be patient for; a whiles fulpetid ybur 
judgment. i u .( -: x > 

Lady Cyp. No, I r^aid a/d^riiiil wWnifeorfor^ 
I hold him as an agent of tfa£ enemy of naianiEUlK}, 
feiU to di^ucb i^iety, 2ad rciid ihe paitm^ V.^ad 
the widow's hearts afunder : one aiftion^ 60Si baljjr 
JK^ion, and that a doubtfulTox^,, had met tiijcVsear 
in favour of that wr^ck whomrI.call' nepi]iOir,r:aqd 
h^nbefoilh even, diat one XiXojaikfi difcsH^dsi^ 
.{enounce luiji.^ : . "..: , i.i.j 1 

Sir Oliv. Hold, I conjure jou.:.^In:theiiudffcittf 
wrath let us remember juftice. I,.ii3ce y^u; alihor 
jti duellift ptofeft>.yj^t.I .am taug^it t^ loogcxpei- 
rience how to make allowances for younger Q^sits^ 
and warmer paffions, that will not fubmit to;iaeet 
the world's contenipt, andfcornitsprejudcifeSi ' 

Lady Cyp. Aiva^? ^ yqu^tallq this, langu^e. bf 
profeffion"; rfeafohdedapesi againftiti. ;.\0 - -- 

Sir Oliv. Reafon demands that we ihoiiki ^^9aa£t 

l'" -^ -A in 

I 

Digitized by CjOOQ iC 



fn judgment. Wbcn jfatfo men <feA^/^ their iWoftJs 
ijpOKfitdv^itteii teaifbiY wiU teU tis ooe muft be to 
bfaD^/jfai3t;.ereavft]fiti the blai^ oiie»c 

jufiide deciieBSj thafrive fliould hear them both^ - -: 
.4;rtf4^^;).^Wkaft fiiys your ii^>bew'? He will 
ipeak the truths ■-■ ' * « ' 

Sk^^Hir. J Ihoald ekpflft he would; yet Pll Hot 
t9i^3?<truft to any tmn's report againft another 
iniiidb . imn caufe^ a^d 'in this fentiim^t my^ 
riephew honourably dotnctdes, for be declines alt 
^a£f9i& to my qtieffiobs, asid w^ f^te nothing 
tolAfi«ft;<Kinr ctimintiKfeer. his antagonift— Hah ! wh0 
ibithi&h-^^i •- •:•■ - .■->•• 

Algernon inters. 
ri;aifyi£yp^ /Go,. go ! a: I did not lend for yom 
jt/g. I know it ; but I wifti to fpeak in private 

^vitfecffir ©fiver Wbntratte 

**? fiWftn Widi'trie ^ Who is this man ? I do tot 

iDnouiF Jnm«: .is'^^e^Ooe of your ladyfhlp^s do-^ 

u^£ifdy Eyp. ^6 ; he thaderoffer of his fervices, but 
i^a «adJ^g \bitK hito I percciv'dhc had a Kft of 
^nevatkasB tb ftate^ and not hieing then kt teiftire, 
I believe I told him he might wait your coming, 
mxlrinake bis fuit to you. 
\ iSSrOSv. And fo he may — his looks plead m 
his X3LV&. Is it yottc wiih to {fftak with me> young 
idalmt ■- ■ 

-4//. It is. i . 

StrOUv. Akaie? ' 
*' • A^. Alone, ff you'll perttiit k. 

Sir Oyfe; Fred^i} and when I can c^n^tand mf 
itiinci.teflbkallbeyour's. rU^allforyou. 
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Alg^ I iluU oLitvA yowr. fumm^ns. . ^ , 

Sir Oliv.' I'm curious what, this xnaoi can.lwire^ 
to tell me. Do you qoajeftuse ? 
. Z^^ C)^* Tliefe is a myftery about Wm. iHe^ 
fays be is a gentknuin by birtb> and fo far J bdieve 
hm*. Of what he had to teU befides I wav'dthe 
heari^, but offer'd him relv^f : tbat did not foem 
bis ob|e6:» ii0r was it mine to take a^ntiram into 
my fervice. But you will know the wholer--r(h^J 
Ive adjourn and ^ what is become of Ens^y i 
. Sir Olinx, With all my heart; and hope the 
mournful fubjed of our lail interview may be no 
more reviv'd- [Exeunt. 

SCENE r/;^«j-^i. 
Lawyer Earling «i^^ii{j' AtoERNON. . 
Earl. So! whence come you? who aic you? 
iyh^t*s yoyr bufinefe ? 

Jig* Sir, I don't know you. . ». 

.. £arJ, . Not know me ? that's much. You mufi; 

be ujew indcjed;^ ^ £.. ^z • 

jAlgf Are ^u that wea-thy^gentleman JV^ff.Jg^ir^ 

EarL I am the very perfon. . : ^ /: . 

• Alg, Heft>;en reward you! Your fame is Guided 
Ibrth thro' #U the count;}\ .. i 

EarL Are you not hir'd to wait on Mifs ^FitZ' 
allan? 

Alg. No, Sir> my charafter don't feen^^ to re- 
commend me to til? .Lady Cyprefs. If y9u wou'd 
4ieak for me 'twou'd make my fbrtunf . _ . 

EarL How can I /peak for y<^, whom I ^t 
"know? ^ ^ Alg. 
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'J/g^» TwouM be fts €afy as to fp^k agamft roe. 

* - JSa^/i But I do neither 5 I have no concern with 
yjM'Ot with your charafter. 

ji/g. Indeed i they -told me you was famous for it. 
' - '£arl For what is it Vm famous ? 
* /4Ig. For ipeaking about charafters you've no 
coneern with ; therefore I ffray you, fir, take mrna 
in hand, and do me juftice, I fufpefl: fome vilkiti 
has- cruelly defam'd me* — Doesn't an adtion lie 
f(xc that at law ? 

Ear/i Go ! you're a fool; begone ! 
' ' J^* I am it fool to afk a k^ave for juftice* 

• • • ■ [Exit. 
EarL Knave ! do you call me knave ? Til trounce 

you, firtah ! I'll blow you to Ihc moon, audacious 
beggar! Ah, mafter Doftor, do you know that 
Ifafcal? • ' ' 

; . r: '-St up tnters. 

, , Sciidr ;J ki^w iev^r^l rafcals, but which of them 
4^9 yoi| mean f 

' E^arl^ That impudeat new com^pr, that mad feU 
low, that dares to infult me in my lady's houfr.— 
Call m<e a knave indeed, and to my fece— did you 
<ver hear fuch infolcQce ? 

^ud. Nev^r, never : If he h^d only faid H behind 
your ^acky why 'twere but quid for quo ; it would 
have pafs'd 5 but to your fiice^ — ^Oh mo^ftrous ! . 

Earl, V\\ itt him in the flocks; J'll h^ve his ears 
{laiied to the whipping poft. 

5cud. No, don't do tMt ; if whipping-pofts had 
^ars^ they'd hear the cries of thofe th^t are tied to 
-them, ax^d pity them, 

EarL Pooh ! you're as great a fool as he me- 
D 3 thinks: 
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thinks : I've done with y<ni.— LdtA to yourfclfi Sir 
Gallipot, your reign will not be lortg on this gi^iind^ 
take my word for it. [JSffif^ 

Scud. There, there, there } Vtn blown tip, ouftcd, 
all is over with me. Thought to have bad my lady's 
cuftom till her death— perceivte now 0ie will be one 
of the few patients that out Kve my prefcriptlbns.— r 
. Oh fine work, fine work \ • i 

Algernon euUrs, 

A/g. How now, friend Scud ; what afls you ? 

Scud. Friend ! call me fooL Ftn ruin-d by my 
friendihip. YouVc play'd the devirs dance^ with 
that damn'd lawyer, and fct him whip andipur tipoa 
" my back. ' ' * ' '.it; 

A/g. Why that^-s his proj^r place t liacktbiting i^ 
'his trade. ' . - ' ' ' ^ I ^ 

Scud. And what^-s my trade, do you think ? where 
(hall I drive it ? my gallipots thky grow into the 
(helves for everlafting, if Vm io be Htadc the catV 
paw of ypur fchemes and foolifli Jenny VM)Ut 1^ 
go tell my lady all about y6u. 
' A/g. No,* no, you*ll not ddthat, my fittfe^iitt. 

Sciid. ril tell you what I won*t do — lofe my cus- 
tomer. 

A/g- Aye, but confider what an ornametit your 
yars are to your head, and you'll lofe them ihtou- 
tinently if you betray liie.' ' • 

Scud. My ears indeed ! look to your own; -the 
lawye.r has fworn to nail them to t*be whipping polt. 
I've got a wi^,' fb' have riot 3'ou, my mafter.' Be- 
(ides, Tm not quite certain but my lady^s cuftom 
will b^ the greater lofs.-^She takes a world of 

phyfic. ^ - • r- - 

^ -^ SiMOK 
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\>.i^fVf^h Who, talk§ ;Qf pliyjfic? I've the beft'of 
^%w^iclnes — a cafe of old canary, whkh piy lady 
has^ prderM us to tjip, and dri^k a welcome to ouf 
i>9bfc.gue% Oliyer Montrath,— JV^ put my lip* 

^te, it: 'tisfupernacxijum. . . 

. -, :^J^ I/fcc you have; I fee 'tis fupernaculumt 
^r fome of it has got under your wig already. 

Simon. My wig; no, no, Dame Dorothy fet that 
HWTy with a kind cuff o'thc ear. 
rr ^ff^^f y^^.P^^ y^V^ hps to her too, it fliould 

^ ^J^unoff. Perhaps I did, but that's all buckram^ 
poftor, Ah Henry, give me your hand. Stand 

t ^4 ^ny; ^ant hearts ; K lyhere (he comes again, 
a portly fs^l right op upon our convoy, My life 

•^jppn't^ flijEi*s bquod to theC^nvIes, 

; jS4rs^DoftoTur enters. 
r. jDofy Oh th<Hii:alh youth, thou h^ undone thy- 
ie|f,,; JEarliflgta* .Yovv'd thy ruin. 

Scud. He has vow'd my ruin too, and that is one 
^f jkfae feiy vows that he will keep religiouily . 
. ^r. Ah^ lje'& » Rrn^l Wan j he*ll fwallow up this 
caflLe and it's fortuai|Sf 

Simon. I hope th^ turrets of it will Hick by the 
: iB^jay,aad choakhim. He iha'n't fwallow the canary 
in it however; we'll be beforehand with him at that 
tfport. . 

$cu(d' I would I ha4 th^ cookii^ of one dofe for 
. hini., I wilb he'd fwallow that* It Ihou'd be a 
^ttler. ' . 

^ Pf^r- What hjas he done by Harry Algernon ? 
'J^li^re's malice for you; there's a bfjtch pf mifcliief; 
V- D 4 bl;rfle4 
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blafted his chara&er, gaxbkdhisfortun^ and turuM 
my lady's, heart to ftone againft him.. 

Simon, Flint, iron, adamant — I told her fo*— 
Madam, faid I, thegentleniaa.is wrong'd; the neigh- 
bours, whqre he lives^ all give him a good word, 
the gentry love him, his father doats on him, the 
poor adore him : there is but one bad chaiad:ef 
*twixt him and your attorney — ^Judge you, faid I, 
which party it belongs to. 

Alg. Did you fay this ? 
• Simon. I did. 

Alg. Then you're an hofteft fellow- 

Simon. I know that well enough. Yes, I did 
fey it. 

Said. How did (he take it ? 

Simdn. As (he takes your phyfic-— gulp'd and 
made wry faces ^ but it went down. 
. Scud. I hope 'twill ftay by her. 

Simon. I hope it will, and when we've drank con- 
fu.fion to attornies, I'll deal her out another do(c. a 
Kttle ftronger. Damn it ! — no, hold, I will not 
fwear — I'll do it coolly--rcome, we'll call a couocil 
in the Canaries. 

Scud. Agreed ; I'll drink myfelf into a little cou- 
t^e, and have a word with the old lafs myfelf, , 

Simon. Come on, my hearts ! Henry, condufi: the 
hdy. You may (blicit her fair hand in ikfety. Jeriy 
and I have wigs. [£ja»wf, 

_ . ^. ^Q^J^E changes. , 
Xtf^j'Cy PRESS, Emily, 5/r Oliver J4ontrat^ 
Earling. 
Lady C^f. Now, Emily, you fee what mifery 
that wicked 'man "has brought upon us all. - 
* . - 3 ^ Emily ^ 
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Smity. Fm forry for Sir Oliver's misfortune. 

Lady Cyp. I hope you have alfo pity for thf) 
lufferer. 

Emilys I truft I have for all that merit it. 

Earl. Fm fure Mift Emily will not attempt tQ 
extenuate the guilt of fuch an adioa. 

Emily. You may be fure I never will defend a 
guilty perfon, knowing him for fuch ; be you as 
careful how you criminate an abfent man, till you 
have proofs againft him. [Tq AV OtlVEn.] Sir^ 
you are filent j I (hould wifti to know if you have 
any thing to urge againft hihi. 

iJ/rOAV. Nothing, my dear, Tm liftening with 
attention, and therefore filent. I (hould be forry 
were you lefs unwilling to give up your opinion of 
^ man who rendered you fuch fervice. 

Lady Cyp. What fervice ? Earling, you havo 
heard the ftory j let lis hear what yqu have to fay 
upon it. 

Earl. If Mifs FitzaHan will fufFer me to put ^ 
fimple queftion to her. 

Emily. By all means ; put your queftion. 

Earl When Mr. Algernon, by happy chance, 
came in fo opportunely to her refcue, can Mifs 
Fitzallan fay what brought him thither fo far from 
his own home ? 

Emily. I never afk'd what caus'4 him to be there^ 
fior did he tell me. 

Earl. We'll call it then a very happy chance 
without a caufe, or a moft fortunate prefentiment 
that fomewhere in that grove thwe would be found 
a (boifel in the power of fome vile ruffian, whom be 
was doom'd to nefcue. Some pecj>lc ajigl^t fuppofc 

l;hu 
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this a coiluf}(H)y' bu^MtfirFita^lIaii caniitoobniB^ 
jitoiLbts by tilling y& who was the)vil&iin tb^t 0fib^ 
Jicrtluit violence; - .. ' ^ V- : S'-^ncf 

5/r 0//v. Can you do this, my Emily ? y .? ..^^ 
^'* wB«r/f. Lcantiot,- . - li '^^: 

^ J?^rrA Did Mr. Algernon know who h^ was ?ir. ,.; 

JSwr/f. I doBot think hediid, - ; '.Luj 

iP/;f>f . Did he fccure his p^rfw ? ; / . m mr 

Emi/y. No ; his care was wbo% tum'4 N^^ilSMH 
the miin h^kft UfXHi the ground, oad^ asit i$etn'd|, 
difsbkd, ... ... '7X1^ 

JS^r/. Ihavcdonc: IIeaveittotb^<o\jfttoji}(^, 
- Lady Cyf. A barefaced tri€.k« Jt ij toapp^^ 
pabk. -• .'. ^ .-.-.. . .- ^•^%^.% 

StrOliv. Whocanfayth^t^tt-I^c*;Mrw Afeeriiijn 
fpeak for himfelf, ,a [ ..i/r ., \ 

£^r/. Speak! 

5f> Q/Zv. Aye, you have fpofee,\an4 ;fhjGml4 not 
' he? That's juftice,i9«itnot!?i 'c ' , . * ...';,,'; 
■^ .E^n?. Did you tilways find itfo-wiere-iyop-iKR^e 
' been, Sir Oliver? .^ : - 5 .; r._ i ^. t / 

5/r OAV. Whether IvfdvntWt fooT'^^C^f, I fell;,it. 
^ jgfffi/y. Now, Mr. Eariipg, ,ypu n^ay put thofc 
queftions, you've prefs'd on me, to Mr, Algernon* 
Perhaps he'll anfwer them^, , , 

Lady Cyp. Emily, Emily, you forget yourfelf. 

Emily. Madam, I il>ould, if I forbore to §)^ak, 
when charges fuch. as thefe are ui^'d againfl an 
abfent, thereforea defencelefs, nian. You have not 
allow'd him to ^pproaQh you, madam 5 this gen» 
. tfeman, equally uifiknown t9 hirn, prejudges him at 
Once; he is ingenious to find out had niotiycs for 
-good anions 5 tjiere's not a virtue in the hiimao 

hear^ 
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lifetftbut may be nietamorphos'd by flicli cunmiig 
^itttdJawe. Sir Oliver has faid, and &id it in the 
language of a Uevor-Lei Mr. Alg^ermn fpt(A f^ 
\imjelf. ' 

SirOliv, And I repeat thofe words.-— Let bii* be 

bearf I— However circumftjuices bear againft him, 

and wretched tho' be has made me» ftiU I hold it 

matter of confcience never to prejudge, however 

^fong the grounds of my fufpicion. 

. ' Lady Cyp. Sir Oliver, we do not tliink alike, and 

therefore with your leave weMl cut this fubjcft fliott 

'Ekiily will retire-— a little recolloftion will be ufefal 

W (b^w the error of (bitie raih op'uiions and amend 

them. Go, child, remember I have now a right ta 

' Jmk (iit tli^ obedience of a daughter, 

Emily. And I to expeft the mildnefs of a mother. 

[Exit. 

Lady Cyp. And^ now, Sir Oliver, with your per- 

miflion I will difpatch a little bufinefs with my 

^ent, and fcave you to fulfil your promife to tliat 

young man, who I perceive is waiting to approach 

you. Follow me, Mr Earling. 

^ ' [Exetmt Lady Cypress and Ear ling. 

Sir Oliyi. See here a femple of the bleffings of 

(iependance!- — ^Poor orphan Emily, *tis now my turn 

to prove that I ap^ worthy to J>e call'd friend of thy 

gallant father 

Algernon appears. 
Oh ! come in, come in, young man ! I promised 
you a hearing, and' I'll make good my word; but 
^s my mind' is' prefs'd with many matters, be Ihort 
' to the'point.— T ' 
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. Alg. I will. Your nephew has hfld an affair with 
Mr. Algernon, and is wounded. You hare vi!ii^ 
hmi no doubt. Has he related to you thepartku-* 
Jars of that unpleafant bufinefs ? ' 

Sir Oliv. Before I anfwer, let me know who it is 
that queilions me. 

Alg. My fether lives upon the hnds of Sir George 
Algernon, and I have fome acquaintance with his 
fon, the perfon whofe unlucky chance it was t<> 
wound your nephew. 

Sir Olv\j. And what^s your motive for the ques- 
tion that you now put to me ? 

Alg. I am no ftranger to your charader, and if 
you know the circumftances qi that dueJ, I trait 
you will not fuffer Mr. Earling to mifitprefcnt them 
^o the Lady Cyprefs. 

&ir Oliver. Cert^nly I (hou'd not, if I knew the 
truth, fuffer it to be difguis'd ; but \ have no par^ 
ticulars from my nephew. The affair nemains ^. 
myfteiy* Can you develope it ? . 
• Alg. If Lady Cyprefs will permit fnc to ftay this 
night, as (Ixe has promis'd, and you can bring me 
to an explanation with her in your prefence, I can 
fo far elucidate this myftery, that if you ftill perfift 
to trace it home you fhall have full pofleffion of 
the means. 

Sir OHv. I hardly (liould expeA it at your harifly^ 
nor where my nephew's honour is^ concerned ih^ll 
J be eafily induc'd to liften to otlier evidence thai) 
that of fa<5ts, incontroverfibly; itte'fted, and (I am 
R'ee to fay) admitted on h is part^ 

Alg. *Tis to fuch fads and fucli authorities I 
(liall appeal. 

Sii\ 
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\$frC^^; .Aijid do you mean to criminate ^ny 

,-rfj^. Pindon me, fir, I have no other meaning 
imt to declare the truth. 

SirOliv^ Hat^ftyou the means to know it ? Wlaa 
you prefent at the rencontre? 

:^Jilg* If it.ap{)ears that I have not the means to 
Imowthe truths or knowingly difguife it, treat me 
H^Ideferve; Tm in your hands. 

Sir Otiv. Well, fir, I'll urge no further queftions 
on you, but ufe my intereft with the Lady Cyprefs 
io procure you the interview youwilh^. Now fait 
uotxm your pai^: you know me, fir ; J truft tQ yoo 
unknown. 

^^Aig. Poorafr | feem, I hwea foul within that 
never yet was tainted by diflionour.' • 

End OF ACT III. 



A C T IV. 

i«^ Cypress, Emily Fitzallan, and 

EaRjLING. 

X^^. Cypress. 

WELL, child, I have tielre the inftmment, 
that makes you rich above the dreams of 
avarice. I have not executed it, for that depends 
on you s I have not canceird it, becaufe this gen- 
tleman, your fteady friend, has interceded with me 
to recal you once more to recolle(ftion and atone- 
ment. . •' 

Emilv. 
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Entify. For wbatmuft I «ttmo I ^ i . /^ * 

LaAf Cyp. For your intemperate defertce ©#ittii> 
g^hKHit' GuBty or innocent, acy more of ifim \ - 
Where I bellow my fc^une I expeft to find -n* 
oppo0tion to hiy will in the diQ)o£U of it; ' 

Emify^ What is your will in that rcfpcd ? 

LadyCypi This is my wiB^lf Lionel Mofitrath 
furvives his wounds he b the ihan I deftin^ {at m^ 
heirefs. To tliis if you dedare inftant afient I (hall 
as inftantly confirm this paper i if not» I cancel it^ 
andcailyouoffi 

Emify^ Not all the world c<m'd bribe me to do 
thati before Iknow which 13 the offending partfr 
What balenefs, what ingratitude were mine, to giW. 
give my hand tb htm that wrang'd the brfve px^^: 
ferver of my life and honour ! 

Lady Cypi Obftinate girl, you have ho fdth 
prcferven Have not I told yoli it was mere cdi^ 
lufion \ • » • . . 

Emily. Madam, you iuive ; but i am iiot coii- 
vinc'd, becaule you told me fo by- your attorney* 
not from your own knowledge and conviftioiTi 

Lady Cyp. What will convince you ? 

Emily. Vtooi well cftablilhed, and ^ all parties 
heard. 

Lady Cyp. You to make terms that call'd yotur- 
fclf my daughter !• Where is your duty ? 

Emily. Inviolate, unbroken. — I fliall ever bear 
you refpeft and true devotion for your gooduefe 5 
but no parent, no patronefs, not even my father, ' 
to whofe awful fpirit I now appeal, cou'd have the 
power, or cou*d poffefs the right to tear away 
affections from my heart, which honour,' gratitude, 

have 
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Wve. planted there, .ftrfqre^ me to.vCQjtf|)W.wHh. 
tha^:^ ^d »*i ; ii* ftripping AlgBrnQO; of fyum, ^d 
foitw^> and 4^ing arti^ce, deceit^ and< mun^r^ 
u^n'^^.Hian &> i^ear .to you in blood, }i^,n4tm^ fcr/ 
abhorrent of ^thftfe crimes* . . •.. j,. . . .; r . ,; 
Z^//y; 0^/),rv¥oi% JtFc ipad i I.b^v^ donjS with.yoe 5 
I^ftyolii^.ofF. Now, Mn Earling, take atvay y^t 
p^ipersi jfebey, or tte thanl^I^fe qifle^i they allude 
tOj.fftuft.berentkdy chaag'd)befor? I-figa theto^ 

.^ r^' ••: ..'..;•. f ' .. j , ,,w • XE^it4 

Ear/. MifsEmily^ it grieves me ^jtio.^heJifartitQv 
haJircr ;hfiai:d ^jvhat bow • has, • pafs'^.; . Ipfjeed ypu 
wfongj i»e; if you fwppofe I,a»i,fche author of tbi?. 
fdtaj. breach^ l^m i^O;Qfclier\yife th^ enpR^ o( Mr;- 
Algqmcm .tlmn a^ J am ypur friv^pd ; in yejry tru^tli 
I'm not his enemy, , . -. . : r, 

. Etnifyi Sir, for your enmity tp Mr.^AlgprnCfn, 
attdifojmticb.of yj^u^ friendflup as floyi^s frona Jt,T 
I pray you let them go together ; I have no ufe. 
tofeither^ :.j,, 1 , - .. 

, % Ear/. Dq, ypu rft oriJ sm becay fe I rpity you ? 

JEw/^. Yott i^ty vm ! Therq cannot bp that 
flate of hujlum. wwjtchedjiefg. wbkh cou'cj redlice 
n\i to( accept ::youi: pi(y.. I wonder you can :W^fte 
your time with one, who neither courts your favoirri. 
fears your powet* nor qredits your profeffions, . * 

Ear./. Well, haughty madam, I have been a. 
fciend, acd I can be a.foe.. [-£¥*>. 

t Algernon enters, 
• Aig. My 'Emiiy*; my angel, what W this Fve 
heard ? Difcarded, di^nberitedr-rand for yqur ge- 
ucrofity to me. :;, . . ■ ,\ 

. Emi/y. Yes, Algecnon^rmpoorj^i^t ftec, Iwa^ 

a prifoner 
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a prilbncr in a gaudy cage, wherfe they wou*d iufi 
have taught itie to call names, and whittle te a 
tunc of Eariing*s making ; but being a bad iHrd^ 
and obftinate, my keeper let me fly ; and now I've 
got the wide world for my portion, and nothing 
but my own fmali wits to truft to iot picking tip 
a living. 

Alg. Fly to me, perch on my breaftj for in my 
heart you'll find both flielter and affedion. 

Emily. Ah, that is generous, gallant, like your- 
ftlf ; but 'tis not yet a time for me to hear you^. 
The afylum that you offer is attacked, the very 
citadel of your life and honour is bcficg'd by at- 
failants, and you muft beat them off, my hero, or 
I have facrific'd myfelf to ruin without the enjoy- 
ment of that honeft pride which glories in t\\& 
caufe for which it fuffers. 

Alg. Doubt me not, Emily, the (hield of truth 
covers my breaft, and I'm invulnerable. 

Emily. Earling accufes you of a collufion with 
my unknown affailant in the wood— 

Alg. I'm arm'd againft that chaige. 

Emily. And for your wounding of Montrath, he 
calls it aflaffination — ^There I (hou'd fear you are 
not fo well arm'd, having no feconds to appeal to, . 
and therefore more expos'd to his attack. 

Alg. Le;t him come on ; at all points I defy 
him. Now, my fweet advocate, repofe in peace, 
and wait the event. 

Emily. Farewell ! If I am ruin'd in the caufe of 
truth I'll not regret the facrifice. [^Exit. 

Alg. Heroic Emily, how I adore you — Hah J 
Jerry, whence come you ? 

jERRYr 
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' St^ir^^. From the Can^rie% whe*e the illuftrioua 

Itoajor-ilbcao govtrix^ aitd drinking is a duty by 

€he laws df tfec fage' Solon of the tellars, the pro- 

fcand Kogenes of the Iu1ds> df whofe academy 

I arfe a meftnbef • 

^^> YouVe notbetrayM me m youf cups, t hopcv 

Sr^^. Betrajr'^ you! no» if you had fir*d the 

lioufe, burnt the did lady in it, and violated the 

virgih piarity of dame Buckram, Td not betray 

you — D— nkl I kom a fncaker^ I loath him 

xydrfe than phyfic— Go on> my boy, and fear not— 

' i am fteady^ 

A/^. Pretty well for that. YouVc had a iip or 
^o with honeft Simon* 

Smd, Simon's a fiih > Dame Buckram is a leech ; 
fills whore (he fefteos, and delights in fudion : * 
i honour her for her abforbent qualities, and Ipro- 
toouace that they are filly apes and ignoramufles 
that fay wine gets into the head^--'tis falfe— -I fay 
it gets into the Jieart j it drives ill humour, melan- 
ichaly> treafqn, and a whole gang of cowardly gom/* 
|)anioas out of a man, as a carminative does cru-. 
idities and indigeftion: it wou'd have (tt my coa- 
ftitution clear, only there's one thing ftick$-r- 
J/g. What's that, my honeft fellow ? Out with itT 
Sa4il. Why then 'tis jealoufy— and that ygu 
khow is a confounded fpafm — 

Jlg^ Away with it at once! Why, man, you- 
tdon't know half your happi^iefs* ; yqu have the 
beft wife ia the country — Ok I if you cou'd have 
heard her pine for you laft night i (he wou'dn't 
hear of comfort— 
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Scud. Indeed, itideed ! May I believe you, fquire ? 
May I be fure I'm not the horned beaft ? 

Al^. None of my making, Jerry, on my honour/ 

Sciidi O jubilate ! then I kick the clouds. Good 
bye, good bye to you. Let me embrace you. All 
luck attend you. I'm going to my lady; if I 
can throw in a provocative to ftir her in your fa- 
vour I will do it ; I will upon my foul ! Goo4 
bye to you ! 

Alg, Stop, Jerry; hold your hand, my gallant 
fellow ! I am too much your friend to let you ga 
to Lady Cyprefs in your prefent ftate/ Why, man^ 
you are tipfey. 

Scud. Say drunk, and you'll not fay tnore than is 
true ; but then it is I cure my patients ; when I 
am only fober I let them cure themfelves. [Exit. 

Alg. Well, get you gone ; I am not bound to find' 
reafon for him that will not keep his own. 

\Eicit Alg. 
SCENE chaftg^L 

Lady CVpress, Rachel Williams. 
Lady Cyp. Come hither, Rachel, I wou'd fpeak 
with you. When I promoted you to be about the 
perfon of Mifs Emily Fitzallan, it was becaufe I 
faw you was attached to her, and I was willing to 
do her a grace by thus preferring; you. If you 
muft nbw fall back into your ftation, it is not that 
I have withdrawn my favour from you, but from* 
your millfefs* 

• Kachd. I know it, rhadami all your people 
know it, for Mr. Earlitig has announced it to us ; 
but I muft beg your ladyftiip to excufe me if I 
decliAe all fen'^ice but Mifs Emily^s. . 

'" ' «^.: Lady 
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I^ady Cyp. What Ihou'd enable her to keep a . . 
fervant ? 

Rachel. Then (lie will ftand in the more need 
of me ; FU work my fingers to the bone to ferve 
her. Your ladyfhip may turn me from your 
doors, but I will fay that Mr. Earling's a bafe 
cruel man) and when he has driven all your rela- 
tions from you, your ladyfliip will find your houfe a 
defert, and nothing but a villain left within it. [Exit. 

Lady Cyp. Out of my fight 1 begone ! Such in- 
folence ,is not to be endur'd — yet Earling is to 
blame to publifh this to all niy family. So ! what 
comes next ? 

(Mrs. Buckram enters,) 
. Buck. Madam, Fve ferv*d your ladyfhip too long ' 
to bear the arrogance of Mr. Earling. I beg to be 
difcharg'd; 1*11 not live in the houfe with one who 
drives Mifs Emily out of .your doors, tells fuch 
monftrous lies of Mn Algernon, and fets your lady- 
fhip againA all your friends and relations^ 

Lady Cyp. Who made you a judge in matters 
that concern me only.? When you are cool I'll 
hear you. I know you have been junketing and* 
caballing with Rachel Williams, and the reft of 
them— prythee retire ! 

Bitck. That's what 1 mean to do, and others be- 
fide rtie, or Tm miftaken. We refpeft your lady- 
(hip, but we can't put up with your attorney. [^Extt. 
( E A R L I N G enters whilji this is faying.) 

Lady Cyp. There, Mr. Earling, you hear what is 
laid againft you — Murmurs, complaints, invec- 
tives frorii all quarters — 

Earl. ' No wonder, when that Henry Scudamore, 

E 2 whom 
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whom I fufpeft to be a fecret agent of yonr tin- 
worthy nephew's, fets them on to blacken aitd 
arraign me. Madam, he has had the infbknce to 
give me the worft of names. 

Lady Cyp. Then give him his difmiffion— fend 
him away at once. 

Ear/. It (hall be done. [Exit Earling, 

Lady Cyp. Oh, that Sir Oliver had poftpon'd his 
vifit to his nephew but one hour ! 
Scui> appears. 

Ah, prythee, prythee, do not plague me now. 
What brings you hither ? 

Scud. Duty, my lady, duty— want ta hear how 
thfe draughts have agreed. . 

Lady Cyf. 'Tis plain how your draughts have 
agreed — the operation's vifible; no matter about 
mine. 

Scud. Oh pardon me, there is great matter— 
fpar'd for no pains— empjoy'd the befk of drugs- 
hope I have given content — but humours fly — no 
parrying defamation — a man may be accus'd behind 
his back, and who can ftand it ? 

Lady Cyp. What rumours do you allude to ? 
Who has accus'd you ? 

Scud,. I don't know who may have accus'd me, 
my lady ; I wiih to heaven 1 cou'd fay I have ac- 
cus'd nobody. 

Lady Cyp, What do you mean ? 

Scud. Oh dear, madam, \ am troubled with the 
heart-ache y I have a lacerated confciencc. 

Lady Cyp. You have a loaded head, I perceive ^ 
more wine in it than wit. 

9 . • Sail 
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Send. Triie, my lady ; it is fo fg^ 1 can np 
long^ hide the truth wFthin it. Out k mufl 
come, and true it is, I luve flander'd Mr. Algcr^ 
i3pn. He fay'd my life, and I have, ftabb'd his 
charafter. 

Iscdy Cyp. You don't know what you fay— 
you're 4:ipfey. 

Scud. I wiflj I liad been tip{ey when I rpok,e of 
hini ; then I Ihou'd have told the truth. 

Lady Cyp. Go your ways ; get you ^one 1 a 
man that is in two ftories fliou'd. be credited for 
neither. , You made him out to- me a compound 
o£ all vices. 

Scud.. That was the very vileft: compound that 
ever came out of my bands ; but lawyer Earling 
put a lie into my, mouth, and Hke a gilded pill of 
loathfome quality I fwallow'd it, and now it makes 
me fick. 

Lady Cyp. Begone ! I will no longer be infiilted 
with your apothecary's jargon. Never enter my . 
door^ again. 

Said, I hope your ladyfliip will give me leave t<? 
enter my own. Oh honefty, honefty ! it's very 
f>leafant to ipeak tlie truth, but a man is fure to 
lofe his cuCloniers by it, \^Exit Scud. 

(Simon Single entets.) 
Lady Cyp, Heyday, Simon ! and you too ! I'll 
have my cellar doors waird up, if 'I am to be 
troubled with all the tipfey companions that refort 
.to them. 

Simon, Venerable lady, I am not inebriated. 
What I may be, if you wall up your cellar doors, 
and me within them, I can't pretend to fay. I 

E 3 - may 
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may in that cafe drink to fupport life, as I have 
now been tailing a glafs, by your permiffionj, to 
. celebrate this mournful feftival. 

Lady Cyp. How can it be a feftival and mourn- 
ful ? You know not what you fay. 

Simon. Pardon me, pardon me, moft incompara- 
ble lady. A feftival it muft be, becaufe you arc 
pleasM to order us to be merry — Mournful it furely 
is, becaufe your attorney makes us fad. 

. Lady Cyp' You fee he is in my intereft, and you 
are all in league againft him. 

Simon. No, no, no, my lady ; *tis not becaufe he 
is in your intereft we are leagued againft him— 
your intereft has been oyer dearer to me than my 
own. If you turn me out of your doors this 
night, I can lay my hand upon my heart, and ap- 
peal to the Giver of it, that I never wrong'd you 
of a farthing ; and, tho' a poor fervant, fcorn to 
cringe and lie and vilify an abfent man, as he 
has done. Madam, you are abus'd ^ the county 
wou'd rife up againft him, if they knew what he 
has faid of Mr. Algernon — -fo much is your 
nephew belov'd. 

Lady Cyp. Come, come, I know who tells you fo 
— *tis Henry Scudamore, and ho one elfe. 

Simon. Pray, madam, be ho more deceived, but 
hear ^nd judge for yourfelf. If it was the laft 
word I had to utter, I wou'd %, and fay it to his 
face, that lawyer Earling is a falfifier and a defanier. 

Lady Cyp. Go, ftop him from difcharging Henry 
Scudamore; don't let him leave the houfe till I 
have feen him. {Exeunt feverally. 

4 SCENE 
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^ • S C E N E changes. 

Earling enters. 
Earl. Where is this Henry Scudamore ? I've 
hunted the whole houfe over for the fellow. If he 
is not driven out before this night, my poft will not 
be tenable to-morrow; we fhall have Algernon 
brought in in triumph upon the fhoulders of his 
partifans, and all my labours blafted in a moment.' 
Hah ! here's the man bf all men for my purpofe ; 
this furiy fellow has the maftiflTs jproperty ; fhew 
him his prey, and he will faftcn on it-— 

Pi^LAjTK enters. 
Pome hjther, Frank ; a word with you. 

Frank. What is your pleafure, mafier ? 

Earl. Do you know. a loofe fellow, an interloper 
that capie to feek a place,, but brought no cha- 
bfter^ a vagaboad it; Ibou'd feem, .that calls him- 
felf 'Henry Scudamore ?* 

Frank. .Yes, I krjpw Henry Scudamore. 
, EarL Well, honeji Frank, you fee that he came 
"here for, ^0 good purpoTe; and it is not fit he 
iliou'cj f>e i^t to ftay ai;id take the bread out of the ' 
mouths of better than hirofelf. 

Frank. There's bread enough for all of us me- 
thinks, 

lEqrl. What then ? what then ? you're hot a 
man, we'll hope, to be afraid of fuch a wafer cake 
4s lie is, Frank, 

Frank: I'm afraid of no man. 

flarl. Why tlien, my hearty Frank, I give you 
orders to turn him bodily out of this houfe, for 
w.hich I have my kdy's authority. 
'' . \ ' ' ^ E ' 4 Frank. 



Digitized by C3OOQ IC 



S& FJLSE litfPkESiJOlifS.^ 

Frank. What has ht done tb« I Hhdu'if hm 
him out ? 

£tfrA He has infultcd rne» traiiucM ii»y^ chaiac^ 
ler, and fet me xt defiance. 

i^mnL Has he done this ? 

Earl. He has. 

Franks Thea kt him ftay far me— I wiB oot 
touch him ; I honour him for his fpirit. They caB|. 
me furly Frank> and fo I am if aoy maa affronts, 
mes but rU be no attorney's catch -polt, locAye l 
And as for turning out, if that's your game,therc'« 
but one man FU do that ofice for^ aod that'a 
yourfelf, my mailer — There you have it^ . [Exi/^ 

Eari.. Impudent vadet !^ the cont3gion*s general 
if he has caught it. Ilie whole fwa^m *s iqx^i^ 
mc> and 1 muft (land their buzzing 5 as fw 
their ftings Tm not in fear of them Co long as; 
I can keep the queen of. the hive Iq my pof- 
feflion, 

(Algernon ^/m.) 
Oho ! I have lit u|>bn you at laft, Harkyc,, fir^ 
you Henry Scudamore» whom nobody kuQw^, den 
camp> pack tip your wallet, and bet'afe yourfelf 
nobody cares whither* Off I the Lady CypreXswjarna 
you off— begone J 

J/g. Go back and fay to Lady CjrprQis^ when ffi^e 
fends her warning by a proper meffenger^ I wiU 
obey her. 

Earl. Why, who am I ? What do yOu take 
me for ? 

Jig;. A wretch beneath my notice-*-^a defamen 
(Simon enters,) 

Simn. Well met, friend Henry, 'tis my lady*s 

orders 
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Wdars that you don^t^eave the h<mk ^tiS (be has 
feen you. j 

Enrif Sot j yoi> are <3rufijc. You never had fuch 
orders, 

' Simvn, I had no ordera — very w^ll ! And Fm a 
<bt, Tm drunk — why, very well! — So much lor 
ine^ now for yourfelf — you are x^ fot ; you*ni fob^r 
Mr,, Earlkig the attorney ; youVe newr <3ruhk) for 
no fliaja will drink with you ; you ne^r ntakc 
fniftakcs about your orders, for you are untkr or- 
ders from the old ofne never to Ipeak the tmti^j^ 
^fid feitbfuUy adhere -to your inftruQ:ions* 

E^l. This to. my face? 

Simon. Oh ye&, I never law a face better iritklod 
to the oompUwjent. I only wifli to fee it fac^ 16 . 
free with Harry Algernon, and then pei4iat)s your 
face may b^ promoted, where I may treat k wiUi 
Wi^ggortwo, 

Alg, (jro, go, unhappy-man ; it can't be pleafent 
to hear youyfelf defcribM fo faithfully, 

EarL I*U not go — I fummon you before the 
l^y Cyprefs-rJlJie'lldo me juftice~flK:'ll av«i^ 
wronjgs, I^re cotues Sir Oliver — I appeal to him* 
fSir Otiv^R enters.) 

Str 0/iv. What is the matter? 

Ear/. Thefe fdlows have infulted metttoft grofsly, 

SkO/iv, you ^r^ a lawyer. You have your 
iredrefif 

Ear/. Shr, 'tis above redrefs by any law, 
" Sir Q/h, Then put it up and feck rednjfs from 
patitjnce. That is a Tcmedy for all coinplaints. 

Ear/. I hope I've better remedies than patience 
•-rl warrant rU, exterminate th^f<? infolents, ril 

pluck 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



5» FALSE IMPRESSIONS: 

pluck 'dm root and branch out of this houfe, aod 
hurl 'em to the dunghill that they ^klilig from. 

Sir 0/iv. Go .then and fet about «. Leave me, 
fir, IVe bufinefs with this gentleman. 

Earl. This gentleman, forfooth ! this gentle- 
man — [Exit, 

Simon. WeU, he may be a gentleman for n^e, 
only he lets the bottle, ftand too long, and takes np 
pity on his company, that wilh to give it motion--^- 
that's not quite like a gentleman methinks — eU^ 
he may be a fober fort of a gentleman — ^but not a 
lOTd — ^no, no, at leaft he'll never be as drunk as 
a lord. [Exit. 

Sir 0/iv, Now, fir, I've i^en my nephew fipce 
we laft convcr$'d. You afk'd me then if I h^ 
been inform'd of the. particulars of that rencontre, 
and by the motives you affign'd for the enquiiy, 
I (hou'd fuppofe you know fome circumftances of 
ihat dark affair, ... 

A/g. The whole correftly. 

Sir 0/iv. Indeed ! I hardly Ihou'd have thought 
that Mr. Algernon wou'd have revteal'd the whole 
to any but his . neareft and moft confidential 
friend. 

J/g. Nor has he ; it remains ftiU in his bofpm 
an inviolable fecret, though known to me. 

Sir 0/iv. You mean to fay that fecrets in your 
keeping are fecure. I have my nephew's ftory as 
you have Algernon's, and ftiou'd be glad, with your 
ponfent, to compare them with each other. 

J^. They cannot differ, for my account is drawn 
up by your nephew, and being fign'd by him, he 
neither can, nor will depart from it. 

Sir 
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Sir Oliv. You much amaze me, fir, that Mr, 
* Algernon. ftiouM give a paper of foch coufequence 
. put of his hand. I greatly wifti to fee it. 

J/g. Wou'd it relieve your mind at the lame 
time to fee and talk with Algernon himfelf ? 

Sir Oliv. Oh infinitely, if I cou*d obtain it. 

Alg. Then with a man of honour 'twouM be 
mean to trifle any longer — I am Algernon. 

Sir Oliv. How ! — Algernon ! — may I believe 
you ? — 

. Alg. You fliall not doubt me — ^There's your 
i>q>hew's paper — No eye but your's has feen it 
from my hand. 

Sir Oliv. Sir ! — ^Mr. Algernon — I afk your par- 
don — I am fetisfied — but can you be unknown, 
and in this houfe ? 

Alg. I never enter'd it before this day, nor to 
my knowledge ever faw my aunt 'till I app^ar'd 
before her in this habit, which I fliall now put 
off* — but hark! we fliall be interrupted here — 
Can't we retire to a more private place ? 

Sir Oliv. To my apartment — ^if you'll be pieas'd 
to follow me. — Ah { fir, ah ! Mr. Algernon, how 
hard to find, now at the clofe of a long life of ftr- 
vices, all it's enjoyments, all it's labours lofl:. 



End of ACT IV^ 
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A e T V, 

SCENE, t/r^ €qfiie Baff., . 
Jl-RRY Scup and. Jemny. 

Sct7I>- 

WELL, well, well! jewel Jenny, here we -^w 
for tke laft tiimc r farewell vifits, to he fiirej^ 
are oiclancholy miattcrs; but ive have many good 
friends in the cafUe ftill, and tho* I am tbrasim out 
of the cabinet, I have fcept up iny iDtercflt in the 
kitcljen. 

Jenny. Aye, and in the county too,, when it 
(hail be kjiowri.that you have forfeited my lady's 
favour by fpeaking up for Mr. A^cqioo 5 lae is fo 
much pitifld and belov'd by ailmea, that your 
«eigbbours wsii flaam fick oa .pufpofe to employ 
you, *. . • _ ... 

; Si:'u^. To fay the truth, I liffvse ioirjeliin^s thought 
that was my lady*s only cQUxplaint ; but I Ijook capd 
my ph}'lic fhould not cute herirfk; and my oom- . 
fort is that nobody of. the facuky wili profit by my 
lofss for when Qie leaves off my medicines (he'U find 
herfelf too well to employ a do(5tor, 

Jenny. Come, come, Jerry, fhe*ll not leave off 
: you nor your medicines. If you can get to the 
ipeech of her, a little coaxing, and a fubmiffivo 
^apology, will fet all things right. 

Scud, No, no, jewel Jenny, (he'll hear no apology, 
and therefore I have exprefs'd myfelf more at laige 

ia 
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' in my bJit— ^Here it is, hefe it is-=^It*s a bouncer i; 
isn't it ? 

Jemy. Yes, many, if ffte has patie^ice to go 
through this fhe'tt find you have enough to fay 
for yourfelf J but I fufpedt, Jerry, this argument is 
a little too much on one fide. 

Scud. Turn over the leaf, and you'll find a great 
deal more on the other fide. 

Simon Single, and Mrs. Dorothy BuckraA* 
Ah my good friends, my good friends ! this is 
the moft doleful vifit I ever made to the caftle. 
Jenny can witnefs I have pafs'd a lleeplefs night: 
that incubus of an attorney rode upon me like the 
night-mare. 

Buck. Rode indeed f Set a beggar on horieback^ 
and where will he not ride } 

Scud. 1 attempted to put a cracker under his 
tail^Kut it burft in my hand, and I only burnt my 
eiflti fingers without finging him. 

Simon. Let him go; the road he travels Is all 
down-hill, and when he comes to his journey^s end, 
he'll find thofe that will put crackers enough under 
his tail, I warrant me. 

Dor. As for me, a jackdaw in a cage has a better 
life of it than 1 have, for he may cry rogue, and not 
be chidden for it — We (hall all be tufn'd away : 
I lay my account to be fent going for one. 
^ Simon. Thirty years I have pals'd within tlieft 
walls, and I would fooner pafs the reft of my days 
within the walls of a prifon than live in a houfe 
where fcurrility is carefs'd and plain fpeaking 
tiirn'd out of doors — ^Hah ! who comes here ? 

Algernon 
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Aloerkon enters in kis own Drefs, 

Buck. Blefs the good mark ! our Henry — No-— >^ 
Yes, fure 'tis Henry;, how comes this to pafs ? 

Alg. I'm order'd to attend upon my lady, fo X 
put on my beft. 

Simon. Hark ye, my friend, if it is not your 
own, bad is your heft. Let us have no falfe fea- 
thers. Where did you get this fuit ? 

Alg. 'Tis Harry Algernon's- He and I wear 
the fame cloaths: one tailor ferves us bpth — Isn^'t- 
it true, Jerry ? 

Scud. It is, it is, and the faiiie meafui'e fits you. 

Simon. I don't know what you mean. 

Alg. Then I'll inform you. Mere are but two 
of you in company that do not know me ; you are 
both my friends, my generous, zealous friends, for 
which I thank you, and come in perfon hither td 
convince you that Algertion is not that wogUefs 
man, which calumny has painted ,him to be. ^ , 

Buck. Heaven's grace light on you, if indeSi 
you are that injured geritlenian. 

Scud. Oh by my foul, he is the very man : you 
may take that upon my word for truth, 

Simon. I faw it ; 1 faid it ; I knetv he was a gen- 
tleman* Now we have got that attorney in a 
trap. . 

Jenny. Yes, yes, he*ll make that ^rling (hrink 
into his hole. 

Stmon. tiang him, polecat, I'll fmoke hirh out of 
it. . Oh ! the inconceivable lies that mifcreant ha^ 
told of a gentleman he does not know even by 
fight. I pray you, fir, dpn't difcover yourfelf to 
him, till we have had him up before my lady— 

Methinks 
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Methinks I hear'her fay,, Simon, I am convinced 
that lawyer is a rafcal — ^Turn him out ! 

Buck. Aye, we'll all lend a helping hand to that. 

ScnJ. Yes, or a helping foot, if that is wsuited. 
I have one at his fervice- 

Simon. Blefs you, my worthy maftcr, blefs you 
heartily! I hope I have faid nothing to affront you; 
I was a little by the head juft now, but that's 
over. 

Jig. So is not my remembrance. I (hall ever 
prize you as my beft of friends. 

* Simon. Lord love you, we are all your friends ; 
we are all Algernons and Anti Earlings. 

Buck. And when the cledion comes, w^'U wear 
your colours. 

Stud. Only put me in office on that day : let me 
be furgeon-general to the enemy, and I'll engage 
they lUl hav€ more freeholders in the hofpitai 
th^n i^^he huftings. I'll fcour their confciences, 
I warrant me. 

ji/g. Now, my good friends, keep fecret what 
Iteis pafs'd, and wait the event in filence — Here 
comes one, a gentle advocate, whom I would fain 
fp'eak to apart. 

Simon. We are gone; we are gone! All happi- 
nefs be&l you ! [Exeunt all but Algernon.- 

V 

Emily Fitzallan enters. 

* Emily. Blefs me ! you've chang'd your habit. 
Alg. Yes, my charmer — In chace 'tis lawful co- 
hang out falfe colours, but when we are clear'd atid 
going into ad:ion we muft (hew what We are. 

• ^ ' ♦ 'Emily. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



*^ £]»£/);/ Right, iand where truth tinfolds hcrfta^^-* 
ard, viapry rmift follow* 

JJ^: And what ftioukl foiloW ViftorJ^ ? Wh^t hit 
^"tlie glorious prize for which I ftruggk? that {>rtee 
i«rhich fortune, aiming to impoverifti* has only made 
tocwe rich in my efteem— ^that generous hearty that 
iiicrific*d forme intereft, for which fo many facrifice 
Ihcmielves* Now call to rriind thofe wofds fd hea- 
Irenly fweet, which you left with me, whilfl the ki-^ 
genuoiis bliifh glow'ct on your chcek-^" Henry, I 
•* live for you !'* 

Emi/y. Ah ! that was then the only way I had to 
jreinftate you ia jour property i and, tho' it eoft> 
blxiih to fay thofe words, ftill I could fay them, for 
1 frorn*d to rob you — but to repeat them now 
wou*d be — Oh heaven I-*-it would be every thing 
but falfe, my Henry* 

J/^. Then let me take that tfUth iat^heart^ 
of which no human power can diippffefs yoR . 

. Em7j\ I hope not, Henry, for take that away 
and i am poor indeed^ 

A/g. 'Tis your^s for ever— and believe me^ deatf 
: oae, ifmy too credulous aunt ha&iiot outiiv'd hef 
reafon, (lie will fee the injuftice of her awa decifions 
f and revote them-. F^r my excHifioJa |he may, have 
•&mc plea; our ^milies have been atiuit for jfears^ 
; and law will cut afunder clofer ties thao^ thofe exift* 
i icg between .her and Ojtei but of her motives for 
difcarding yow, take my w^ofd^ "gaiiily, (he*U fqon 
^pent. :_ ; . . >^ 

I ^.Emikf* It.i».not tb^t I fev her^we^thl^Stf^dur- 
ite; the wretch ha? br^^i^ftoffm »p(^itfrij^«»d, 
^<4&d has already had ibme heavy flbocks—- but my 
^orft fears point to another quartfidb J^lg* 
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' Alg. I tmderfland you. 'Tis MontiEtk you 
dread* 

. Emily, IcouMnot temporize; I Ipc^e too plainly* 
Indignant of the claim Qxt made upon me^ i &t 
her power too boldly at defiancei and challei^'d her 
tb cancel her bequeft* 

. Alg. You muft confult Sir Oliver upon this : I 
•annot fpeak upon Montrath*s affair even to yoi^. 

Emify^ I fee you either cannot or you will not^ 
therefore I afk no quellions, well perfuadcd you 
liev^r would take arms againft the life of any man 
and know yourfclf in fault* 

Alg. I hope I fhan^t bc.fouild to hive fo done — • 
but look ! here comes Sir Oliver* — I'll leave you; he 
may perhaps be lefs referv'd than I am, 

[Exit Algehnon* 

Sir OtivER MoKtRATH mers. 

Sir Oliv. . Was not that Algernon > 

Einily* You know Iiim, fir, it feems--- 

C/; Oliv. I thittk I do ; I have caufcJ to know him. 

Emily. Ah, fir> you fpeak fo mournfully, I fear 
you have found no comfort in your vifit to your 
nephew*' 

Sir Oliv. Small comfort— ^Yet th« dar^ of his 
wound is much abated* 

Emily* Then Vm afraid you have^ or think you 
bavt, fonae caufe of anger againft Algernon^ 

Shr Oliv. N05 Emily, nO anger ^ainft himi Tfou 
gdtuiot thi^ too well of Algernon^ tbo' I couki 
wlih you hac^ not put your thouglits in ku^ua^ 
quite fo warnxr 

Emily. 'Twas indifcise^t, but that d^fiuoaer urg'4 
ttiCf and {mt me ofi'myguard. 

F Sir 
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SirOJku Cou'dn^t you find another sin^ ailrongcr 
caufc that put you pjflT your guard ? Is there not a 
certain paflion, which our heaxt* are fubjcit to, 
that iieither Jbceps a guatd xxpofn itfelf, nor fuffbrs- 
any tobe kept ^[ainftit ? 

Esfify. If I ihouid ^nfwer that as truth wouM'' 
pronapt pie, fliouUn't .1- expofe myfelf to ano&cr '- 
reproof for want of caution f' ^ 

Sir OHv. No j forfoiar from thinking with my ' 
' lady, that y<hr haire chofen iiJ, I think with you ttet '' 
you could. no whete inake a knitter choicc^^AJfti* 
morelban thi»*-was your brave father liirnig, and 
knew, what I knoi*^ of your Algernon, he would 'ap- 
prove your judgment. 

EmUy. As I ain ftirc. you would liot give that 
name but to a (acred truth, what you have faid - 
fanftions the charafter of Algernon— but does it 
warrant me in fufferxng him tiD make a (actifice of 
intereft by marrying a beg^r ? 

Sir Oiiv. You point the queftion wrong, ind 
fliouBd have afk'd if it exculpates me, your father's 
friend, for fuifering you to call yourfelf a beggar.—' 
No, my dear child^ it does not, nor will I permit it 
to be feid, the daughter of the generous Fittalkn, 
who in the battle found me feint with wcundsianJ 
Whilft he covered me received his death, wanted that 
drofs which I abounded in. — This, Emily, Ihii 
never fliould be faid ; fo come with me, and don't 
oppofe one word to my refolves; for in an -aft of 
hcmoiw I will.paufe at ho -.man's- bidding, no, mj 
pretty one, nor yet at any woman's, tfeb' gracM witlk 
«1L tli^ charm5»th^t heaven can give her. -[Exeunt. 
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^Jow, ifortun^i ooekiAd liftt wd 1 am I^iKled. • . 
So far fuccefs goes with me : I hstvt. nothiog mort 
to fe^ JRSaix Emily ; that part proud, mifs is filcnc'd 
imd tlprown l?y* It npw remdm to fw«^ thofe- ' 
menial venAin out piy W2^y>- tbofe infefts; tl^t « 
iannoy.mp: old Sir Oliver, that bluiicrs- about juf-, . 
tide, is a hypocrite 9 he cannot bd a friend to Al-» ; 
gern9(a J a»d. yet he tjpubles me,.tak?5 tip my.fi?at - 
at tabk;, occupies the tax 0i the old lady> ai;d 4>|(*; 
ftruds- itiy fi^t, which flood fo f^ir^ that if I cot|ld ." 
but feizd one lucky moment, one fair opportunity^ ; 
— Hal^ ! I have found it* — ttere (he cotfles alo^l^/- 
— Now, impudence befriend me ! ■ '- 

Lady Cyp. So^ Mr. EatUngl much Is I lave ^ 
pcice, I will not purchafe it by mean conceffions; 
I will not ful&r th^. gentleman I efteem and truft ' 
to be aifrontcd by rny iawcy fervants j they fljalj 
atone, or troop. 

Earl. Moft amiable^ moft excellent of bidfcs, 
whotn with my heart I ferve, honqur, obey and 
Worihip; I want words to fpeakmy gratitude.— Thus 
*t your feet in humble adoration let me feal on this 
dear hand the pledge, the facired pledge, of my 
Imutterablei my unbounided love^ 

SijwoN if*^ DoEOTHV ^Uer, 
Simon. Look, Dorothy^ the devir? at his ppiyc»e, 
D(nr. I hope they're his laft pmyers. 
Earl, Curie on their coming ! wbltt a {foment 
ioft ! Madam, do you pcrarit your menial ferva»ts, 
thus to bjreak in upoo yow fuivate moc^ents ? 

F a l^dy 
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. : J^dy €yp^ Why not ? If you bay* a,ny thing t<> 
add to your laft Ipeechl fh^ll not interrupt it.. You 
may rem trie j'bui'poftWe, andgo-oii. 

' • EarL Maidanr, P caJnhot 

: I Lad)- Gyp', 1. can- help your memory if you Bivfe^ 
I6ft the woftf. • 'Twas love^ wtbmide^ love. Wlierr 
ybtf hatf gone fb fet otHt of aff bouhds, all meafiirc 

1 of .refpe(5it/can the appcaraACtf of thefe fiUy peopfe 

.iJeter jT^ii from proceeding ? ' 

' Earl.^ Madam, if yoti'rc offended, I have doije, 
rn hurhbly take my leave. 

• L'adyCyp. No, fir,' I muft infifl: upotf your.ffay- 
iwg. Tho* you are foilM to adci a fingle word to 
infolencfe Yo peffeft and complete^ yet you (halt 
not be robb'd ofyour j^ift right , tliat liatnregiyesyouy 
to be heard in findicartion of your own aflertipns. 
IF you hare fpoke the trttth, and nothing but tiie 
truth, of Algernon, his charaftcr cannot be rfef€tied, 
let the fate of your's be what it may. 

SimoH. Any thing the matter, Mr. Attorney ^ 
Afraid you are not quite well juft now. You I^ok a 
-little pale, 
' Lady Cyp. Hold your tongue, foolifli feHow f 
you, Simoft, in the firft placc,'and youne:3Ct, mijffrefs, 
who dare to teil ihe 1 am ftiade the dupe of falfe 
iloprcfficHis, are yOti -not both alham^d to look this 
injur'd gentleman in the fece ? 

Sman. It is a face to make a man albamM, and 
we did bhiflf to fee Ijitn: on his kn«es before your 
kdyft^p. 

• Ladj Cyp. That*3 . nry aiFaiiV ^ down on: your's 
andalkforgivcnelsofhirn,^ . ^ 

Simo::. Pray, mada», 4^'t command meto^^ 

that. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



A C O M E D Y- it9 

tteft, For feiar I rtever flionld fotgive myfelC — I a^ 
your pardon for approaching you vyiien I was tJ^fey, 
biit -yoii bade ttae kirifdc^ asd I wa^ over eagdr.tp 
obey you. . ; , : 

Lady -€yp. That's eafily foigiven 5 bilt your ifcufti 
-dfthis gentleman, whom I miift fUll call tbc friead 
'Cf truthjis mOAftrous, • , . :, • 

Simm. Madam, if tlmt gcTrttlemaji is the firiendof 
it^-uth, ht makes very free with his friend tr^ly* I 
only faid he toid lies to your ladylhip, that's "aci 
iabuTe, for here come thofe can prore it. - 

S/> Oliver MoNtRATH/Ttf^/EMiit. ■ 

Ear/. My evil genius ! what does he do here? 

. ' Sir Oiiv. Forgive me, my good lady, if I come 

to atone to you and this fair advocate for my unjuft: 

iufpitions of y\)ur nephew, I have one here waiting, 

Mio*H cofifroRt- tliat: gentleman, his accufer, and; I 

truft, remove fome 6dfe ihipreflitons that your lady^ 

>fkip may haVe imbibed from his unfounded diai^s. 

ComQ in, fir, if you pleafe, - . 

ALGERNON^;//^;r, • 
ILad/Qyp. How now ! who*^tlife? Henry !/• 
S(rO/iv. I claim your promife to give him beariag^ 
EarL ' I proteft againft''him ; that fellow's an im* 
•potior: w-e (liall hot lifter to bis evidence/ 

LaJy Cyp. He fi^^ft caiile here humbly to .aik 
folt fervice, pleaded decay, and faid he was a geiatlc-^ 
itean by birth ; I pitied him, iand qflferfd him,relie£ 
He riow has idhang'd his drefs, (hifted his.cimfiider» 
ai^d daims toi be an»aidvo(?ate for 'Algernon. Thefe 
are iufpicious circumftances, and I fliou'd have fame 
better raaforis' for ^jellevin^ him than I am yet pof- 
liiVd of, Dp you know any fiidi, Sir Oliver } 
•' ' '■'' \ ' " •' ' f 3 '• ■. .Ear/. - 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



Earl. Ayfti firjj^jwm kfljsWr.vha liU^diMUir 

JBtfr/. Not I J I know him not . .:.* h-;^- 

.l¥kb,aU his hubitsj. fmijties, feukfi, off«gi$r-lwie 
loQk'd into his heaxt, and kiQidly told* th^ ferrets 
you difcoVcr'-d.r-Oh fhw^lftti^erer! Now.J^dk'him 
jn the face, and prove y<wr-cl>ai^,-~W3eU.ii»qF 
,youiUrt-Mark his confuiion$ rtiad^m IrriTids « 
your nephew, this is Algernon* r^'_ Tr."^ 

Emi^y. Ye$, on my honovir, and my br^ve.prefcr-; 
ver- " •'^* . 

L<idy Cyp. I ana fjonfoimdcd. — Wh^reiattatdc- 
famcr? ...» .. .» 

Simofti Madam, he has ftept tafidc.to.im^ndijat 
ia^aw in his indiftmcnt^-^How doi yiQu do, Mr. AH 
torticy ? Come forward* if you -plwfie, ^d get 'ao- 
quainted with this genticman^s face, ' Xo^ ip^vt 
him well enough behind his back. : :/ 

Lady Cyp. Peace ! let nae ^ic^ Wha^ Alg^i^oa 
will fay in his own.caufe* ; ' 

Sir Oliv. Speak for youriel^ brave Al^^on^. 

Aig, I am that exil'd map, v^hom, on thie word 
of ^hi| dcfamer, thq* ^mkiiawn to him ^^n by figbtj 
itfcems, you have profcriby. P«fp2^irbg pfadt 
mifiSon to your prc;fcnctj, and driven in felf-defciK* 
on this refource, I took ^ counterfeited chwaftefi; 
and faw what I. bad iwYcj^beeti allo.w'd.to ajtpro^ch^-. 
yow perfon* Much 1 vyipiM to fpeak in mitiga? 
tioii of you^ ppgudice, J^nd ^ye a plain rjecital Qf 
my ivrppgs j but you had .then no ^x for fuchxiif- 
cottrfe^ and'I was told to wait your b^ts?r Idfui^- . 
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- 1 " :a^ ".c TO SI ^r D^ Y,^ V -' ft 

. *r JU^.^Cyp^ AD this is trae«-*i»roceQd.; 
, ' --^%; A friend here pitjfent toM mt I was aecci5^d> 
to yot| of >arioasi cnn)!es aiid grdds enomiiti€|i: I 
-plead tQ fuli)!^, |0 tbe conimot) errors "sLmi i^ifr 
<rretidns jrooth is Aibjed to^ but, I iru&y I hai^ 
nevtp "^hgraded . my: lihtra^er or debasM ^y '^n^ 
dpie i I ^ no gameHer, b^ he mak^s :^ to he!; 
liodifiipalXMrof tny pafcern^ Ibrtune, as he infinu- 
ates^ no lifa^rtine, asrhe afierts; and, let me add^ 
in the liearing of Sir Oliver Monttatfa, I am w 
aflaffin. ' , ^ . ' - 

^irQlw, It is iiow my duty, andc a painful dne 
J feel it, to bring to Kght, in vindication of aii inv 
jur'd char^^r, the guilty perf(»i, for whofe ifaame*^ 
ful ad no better palliation can be found than teuK 
pofitfy m^efe and intoxication. The morifter, 
iitim wfiofe brutal "viofence ihc pureft of heaven's 
ctwtljTes wfis pnsfervld by Algarnon^ how Ihali I 
fp&M it S^^ithoi^' fhai!i|o alid h^ } was liopci 
M^ntrath. I 

.La^Cyp. I am coq^unded and amazed! Mon^ 
trath !— This, if ^not told by yau,fSir Oliver, wouM 
piockbefet 

i-^&V Ofiv. Your nephew Was too noble to dilclofe 
it, tJKo'^ he tes in his ^ha«ds a written papet^; figii*4^ 
by the oifender for his^ viiidication* This, J be^. 
Ia*«, ihe liever has difcovi^p'd,«ven to that lady;- 
|:ho* aparty in it, ! '. 

Emily. I^j^eiiser, but .conft^tly= ev^ed niy'^ett? 
quiries. : . . ^ • ' . 

; Sir Qliv. Tb this when I fts^l add^ that my lafli . 
nephiew forc'd the duel on l^m in confequenoe of 
|>lQwsfcschang^d ^' between themy Itruft I-maywiifh 
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i75 rJLSEitJlf^^R£SiSIfiNS: 

.Ikfety. reft his caoferupon. thcfiiflts acWucrd-tun- 
leis indeed this gentleman }Ms..an3r qthtx ^^§p* 
.wlwch in hiB modeftjr he wiH prefer./ . . 

J&ar/; You'll? not diaw any filing :fr<Mn jftc, Sjer 
Oliver V you liiay-talk dn^ I prefer filcnce. .^ . , • 

5ir OJiv. You are rights 'lis^ time vyox^ ton^c 
hadfomcTepdfe.^ . . . . r ^^ .. 

LadyCyp. Pray do not keep himlongerijn^my 
• fight .. My nephew does Jijot fcpB :ta.lioW;Jiim 
worthy of a retort, * ^ .. ; . 

i^/^. No^ niadam, I have nothing to return him 
for his raalicious llwd^» but my contempt, . 
• Lady Cyp. If he can feel, 'tis punifliment enaug/i. 

SirOIiv. Be gone! your infamy go with youj 
find may no part of it adhere to your profejSion. 

EarL Let my profcffioa loofc to itfelf — Thqre 
are fome underftandings ip. tlu& world madcj it 
(hould feem, by nature to be duped. . Had. you 
not been fo cafy of belief, I bad not been fo. forward 
to deceive you. Now put what name you will u[)00 
tny conduft, there arefuch glaring inftancesinpQint^ 
of dealers in feduftion, in&my, and falfe impref- 
fioivs on credulity, as i»ake my Ihame no wonder, 

jLaify Cyp. Now, Henry, you've appcal'd to me 
for juftice— hear my decree. Thtre is your deftiny ; 
that is the prize which you have nobly earned. 
My heart, fo long eftrang'd, is now your own^ 
You are my Ion, md Emily my daughter; all I 
poffefs is your'^ — Have I aton'd } 

J/g, Oh ! you have given me that, which might 
atoneforall the pains mortality cou'd feel — beauty to 
charm me, talents to enchant, ^adt-Wth to fix. my 
liappinef§ fegiire, 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



* '' Emify:<ilhl * Htnrj% t«afi me to my benefe'iftrefi, 
'siaad let me kiieel---^*- ■ '>' . •. i m -.» 

Z^^ Cr/). Yes, I will let you kneely myxbsiA, 
fbo: now thou kaft a treafure worth thy thanks— n. 
Be virtuous, loving, faithful to each others ape 

* iidt' the'faflilons of this guilty world -, feek pleafures 
vfhtvt alone they caa be found, in.isuptiai har^iSQiiy, 

''dctcnefluc duties, and that fweet refledio», iw^ich 
'Tofiune well employed is fare io/give.-^Rife^.my' 
adopted, rife ! . , -,« - 

Sir Otiv: Oh, let rfie a<id a'^feHeffiiig—Mayi fpu 
be-*- Welly well, it will not forth j ray h^prij'sS too fc»y J. 
but I will iend it up in thought towards ^ Ueavenrr^ 
Here, Emily, my love, I'll put the firft chain on , 
your bridal arm ; they are pure- pearls, Eriy.chyd ; not 
ipolls of war, but gifts of gratitude fp& life preferv'd 
-—wear them for my lake, and when lam d«»d 
caft a kind look upon them, and drop one peaily 
tear, richer than them ally to the mcmor)' of -okl 
Oliver. 

''- Emily. Oh fir, fir, fir'— my fether ai^- my 
friend— ! - 

Sir Oliv. So, fo ! no mord. Heary, my gaUant 
boy, give me your hand — a foldier's greeting after 
yidtory— time was I could havegr^fp'd it harder. 
. Jl^. I accept it, and prefe it to my heart. 

Lady Cyps Where are you all ? This is a day of 
joy. Simon, I look to you to oil the hinges of my 
caftle gates, that they may open freely to the 
neighbours, the tenants, and the poor. 
. Simon. FD make 'em fwii^, fo pleafe you, and 
for one bad man now gone cut of them, a hundred 
good ones (hall come in, I warrant me. 
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ii, FJLS£ iMPRESSIO^S: 

. Lady Cyp. Yoo, Doiotty, moft.fet the giiy V^^ 
dancing; and yoxxy Rachel> muft lead the. b^U ki: 
honour of your mifbrefs. 

(Serb and J^nny, ^ho had creff in beJundihe 
fervantSj twwjlepfonvard.) ^ 

Scud. Ami when the bumpkins caper ahd kidn 
flrins, may they not want a plaifter^good tny Ladyf ' 
rU cure them gratis on this hs^y night. I hav^ 
brought a biU» fo pleaie you» that^wil) bear fomev . 
riders on it, and not break it's back. * ; * V 

La^ Cyp. We*ll have nia bills nor bickerings any ^H 
tactt J and to cut fiiort ail reckonings, TU eftabfWl?:' i 
yoa apothecary general to the caftlc upon a falai^5 - 

Sim^. Then, Jerry, the lefs phyfic you fend ;iht cA 
the better for yourfelf. 

Scud. And for all parties, my hioft honoured tl^Xh^-' 
I hope moft heartily for all your fakes nay place wffl 
be as near a finecure as pofiible. ' \^ 

Lady Cyp. I hope fo too. You and your fair j 
wife are welc6me. She is a child o^ tbc caftlc, and ; 
will grace our dance^ - 

Scud. Yes, under favour, Jenny, tto* 1 fay itv 
has all the fteps that now are thought fo graceful r 
fhe*ll balance on one leg and fend the other upwi' 
a cruize into her neighbour's pocket ; no magnetiz- :_- 
ingdoftor or dotterell-monger can fuipafs my Jenny ' 
for the fine attitudes^ 

Lady Cyp. YouVe a ftrange mortal ; but let mirth* '^ 
go round, and if the humble annals of our caftle can 
cheer one honeft, eafe one heavy heart, our haitnleft 
efforts have not been in vain. 

EjJD OF THE COMEDY. 
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E ip 1 L o G u le. 

NOW Fatje impr^msiaxt no ttiore in Tic^^ • 
Allow Hie to prefent you with the true— > 

A bond it is, Imprefs'd by honor's feal, r 

With Truth^s fair form, gravM in perennial fteel ; 
A bond of gratitade, to which I fet 
Both hand artd heart t6 verify 'my debt; 
And tho' in law an ia&nt^ and in merit 
Poor> ^s heaven knows, I am not puor>in fpintjF - 
PIl pay yoli when Vm able from my gains ; 
If yoM'M hav^ patience, I'SnOtY^re for pains. 

la tftith I did not fecti <^s iwful poft; f • 
No thamiMon I to face fo brave a hoft, r^ 

There we, who when fi*« yawning aA's are o'er. 
Can tickle thofe fame yawners till they toar ; ^ 
Thcfc ace the firiead^ pur profing,bard,ih9iifld.c<H^5 
He g^v^ ftilft ilombcrs, bik th^ itiake the fpbrt ; * 
They have the fpell to> pnff th^ &2^ ba^kioh : . - 

Brim full of ga«, and blow it to the moon: _,^: , ./i «: i;cT 

Xot fo our jloet"— KEc acconnts it right 

To keep his critics eyer in bis fight; , ■ - 

Such jaunts might turn their brains, dilhirb tbcir thinWng* 
And fend ihcm where they'<l lofc the art of finking. 

RIgiItt, wfeei^ juft» he can, he will endure, - J 

The. itretm is bitter, but the (pnng is pure; 
Candor^ when candor baply he can meet, ,. ■ ^ } i 

Like: Mofiss'iTod, ^antofft the bitter fweet; 

But the foul puddle, in whichm^io dips, • 

Is a dire dofe— He (jfwms tt.from hi* lips. 

* He writes, bccaufe, the' writing is ^bus'd, t, 

The world i*4lot too grftve to' 1>c amjafsM ; 
He writes, and ever to fomc moral end, 
Becaufe the world is not too'good to me^d- . . * . 

Soft female liearts aise prone as wax to melr. 
And, true or felfe, impieflions will be felt; " • 
Yoi«h*s yielding clay too eafily receives. 
The featured fbnip that crofs-ey*d cunning gives t 
Therefore let her, whofe daog'rous lot ih life 
Hangs on the balance betwixt maid and wife, \ ■- 

Lay thofe few ihort prefcriptions to fier heart, 
With which the Lady Cyprefs clos'd her part ; 
For bafe iedudlion fpreads on every fide 
His treacherous fnares to mefli th' unwaiy bride. 
She, in whofe eyes enticing Cupids play, 
Gives impudence the clue, and leads tjfie way. 
What tho' the faithlefs hufband quits her hand, 
Truth, like a column, of itfelf can ftand : 
To reas'ning minds fufficient ftrength is giv'n, 
And none but fools can charge their faults onhcav'n. 
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In the Trefs^ and fpeedity wUl he Publified^ 
A USW AND COiff LET£ EDITION 

or THE 

OBSERVER, 

In Six Folunus^ Duodecimo^ 
MfWLT CLASSED AMD ARRANGED ^ 

And oonUiniiigy io Addition ta* the Or^fta! Matter^ 
AN ENTIRE TRANSLATION 

or 

Tnt CLOUDS of ARISTOPHANES, 

WITH NOTES CRITICAL AND EXPLANATORY. 



A feponte Edkrop of the £iid Tnuiflate4COME£>Y; 
printed (m fuch Paper, and iii fuck Typc^ d$ to 
accommodate fuch Purcfaafers or Poflbflbrs of the 
fanner Editions^ as may chufe to attach it theretmt:!^ 
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THE 



CASTLE SPECTRE: 



A DRAMA. 



IN FIVE ACTS. 



FIRST PEKFORMEO Ar TRB THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY-LAHE* 
ON THX;K80AY, DECEMBER I4, I'jg'J. 



By M: Gf^L E JV 1 S, Efq, M. P. 

AUTHOR OF TBE MOKK^ &C« 



lo me n' andro colla barchetta mia, 
Qu:into I'acqua comporta un picciol legno ; 
£ cidy ch' io penfo colla fantaiiat 
Di piaccre ad ognuno e il mio difegno : 
"Bta CQf che fpeifo, come gia Morgaote, 
Lafciato ho forfe troppo andar la mazza j 
Ma dove fia poi judice baftantf « 
Materia c' ^ da camera, e da pUzza. 



FULCI. 



LONDON: 

P&119TED FOR j/B£I.L^ NO. 148^ OXFORD-ETREBT. 



M.OCC.XCVltl. 
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PROLOGUE. 



-SPOKEN BY ME. WROUGHTON. 



Far from thp haunts of men, of vice the foe. 
The moon-ftruck child of genbs and of woe, ^ 
Verfed In each magic fp^ll, and dear to fame, 
^ fair enchant refg dwells, Romance her name. 
She loathes the fun, or blazing taper s li^t : - . ■ 
The moon-beam'd landfcape and tempeftuous night 
Alone Ibe loves ; and oft, with glimmering lamp. 
Near graves new-open'd, or 'midft dungeons damp, 
Drear forefls, ruin d aifles, and haunted towers, 
Forlorn fhe roves, and raves away the honrs I 
Anon, when dorms howl loud and Ia(h the deep. 
Desperate Ihe climbs the fea-rock's beetling fteep j 
There wildly ftrikc« her harp's fantafticftrings, 
TclU to the jnoon how grief her bofom wrings. 
And while her (Icange fong chaunts fi£titious ills. 
In wounded hearts Oblivion's balm diitills. ^^ 
A youth, who yet has lived enough to know 
That life has thorns, and tafle the cup of woe. 
As late near Coaway*s time^bowed toWers tie ftra/d, 
Jnvok'd this bright enthuiiafl's magic aid. 
His prayer was heard. With arms and bofom bare, 
JEyea flaihing fire, loofe robes, and dreaming hair, 
Her heart all anguilh, and her foul all flame, 
gwiH: as her thoughts, the lovely maniac game ! 
High heav*d her breads, which draggling pallions rent;, 
Ji9 pred to give fomc fear-fraught myGLety vent : 

A ? An<| 
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ir PROLOGUE, 

And oh, with anxious glance and a]ter*d face. 
Trembling with terror, ihc relaxed her pace, - ■---•n-s 

And ftopt 1 and liflened I — ^Tben with hurried tread 
Oiiwards again (he raih*d, yet backwards bent herhead. 
As if from murderous fwords or foHowihg fiends (he fled I 

Soon as near Conway's walls her footfleps drew. 
She bade the youth their anciedt date renew ; 
Eager he fped the fallen towers to rear : 
*Twas done, and fancy bore the fabric here. 
Next choofing from great Sbakfpeare s comic fchool. 
The goflip crone, grofs friar, and gibing fool-— 
Thefe, with a tirgin fair and lover brave. 
To our young author's care the encbantre&gave^ 
But charged him, ere he blefs d the brave and fair» 
To lay th' exulting^villain^ bofom bare, 
And by the torments of bis confcien«e fhow, ^ 
That prosperous rkt is bat triumphant woe ! 

The pleafing taik,N congenial to. bis foul, 
Oft from his own fad thougl^ts our author ftole : 
Bleft be his labours, if with like fuccefs 
They foothe thqir fotrows' whom I now addrefs* 
Beneath this dome, ihoukiibme afflicted breaft 
^Moum flighted talents^ or defert Qpprefl, 
Falfe friendfliip, hopeleft love, or faith betray d ^^ 
Our author will efleem each tcfU. o*er*paid. 
If, while his mufe enerts her livdier vein^ 
Qr tells imagined woes in phintive ftrain, . 
Her flights and jfaoirtfiS aiake one ftnile appear 
On the pale cheek, where trickled late a tear; 
Or if ber fabled farraw9 fleal one groan. 
Which elfc her heaven would hati^e given their awn^ 
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EPILOGUE. 

SPOKBN ' BT MRS. ^OBOikH. 

Osmond by this arrived at Charon's ferrjr. 
My honour faved, and dad alive and merry^ 
Hither I come the public doom to know. 
But come not uncompdl'd — ^the ihore's my woe ! 
E'en now, (ob 1 pity, friends, my hard miihap 1) 
My ihoulder felt a Bow-Street runner s tap, 
Who, while I ihook with fear in eveiy limb. 
Thus fpoke, with accent ilern and vifage grim-«- 

** Miftrcfs !" quoth he, *' to friett given in truft is, 
'* To bring you ftraight before our larncd Jufficc ; 
«* For, know, 'tis faid, tb-nighfi the whole town o cr, 
- " You vc kiird one Ofmbnd, alias Barrymore." 

*' The fellow's mad !" 'twas thus amaz*d I fpoke 5 
'< Ix>rd ! Sir, I murdered Ofmond for a joke. 
'* This dagger, free from blood, will make it certain, 
" He died but till the prompter dropped the curtain ; 
'* And now, will pleafed to quit this fccoc of riot, 
•* The man's gone home to flip in peace and quiet ^* 

' Finding that all I faid was (aid in vain. 
And Townfhend fiiW his firft deiign maintain, 
I thought 'twere bdft to'fly for (he!ter here, ' 
And beg my generous frierids to interfere. 
But though the awkmrd nature of my cafe 
May fpread fome (light confu(]on o*er my face, 
No terrors awe my bofom. 111 atTiire ye i 
Juft is my caufe, and £ngli(h is my jury ! 



peiidii 
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vi EPILOGUE, 

•Befides^ it muft appear, on explanation, 

How very tickliih was my fitnation. 

And all perforce, his crimes when I relate, 

Muft own that Ofmond well deferred his fate. 

He heeded not papa's pathetic pleading; 

He ftahbed mama— -which was extreme ill-breeding ; 

And at his feet for mercy when / fnedy 

The odious wretch^ I vow, was downright rude. 

Twice hb bold hands my perfon dared to touch ! 

Twice in one day 1— 'Twas really once too mdch ! 

And therefore juftly filled with virtuous ire. 

To fave my honour, and proteft my fire, 

I drew my knife, and in his bofom ftuck it ; / 

He fell, you clapped*— and then he kicked the bucket !' 

So perifii dill the wretch, whofe foul can know 
Selfiih delight, while caufing other's woe j 
Who Wafts that joy, the fvveeteft God has given. 
And makes an hell, where love would make an heaven ! 
Forbear, thou lawlels libertine I nor feek 
Forced favours on that pale averted check : 
If thy warm kiiTcs coft bright eyes one tear^ 
Kiifes from lovelieft lips are bought too dear — 
Unlefs thofe lips with thine keep playful meafure. 
And that fweet tear fiiould be a tear of pleafure ! 

Now as for Ofipond — at that villain's name 
I feel reviving wrath my foul inflame ! 
And ftiall one Ibort and fudden pang fuflice 
To clear fo bafe a fault, fo grofs a vice ? 
No ! To your bar, dear friends, for aid I fly ! 
Bid Ofmond live again, agaih to die } 
Nightly with plaudits loud his breath recall. 
Nightly beneath my dagger fee him fall, 
Give him a thoufand lives !— and Uimt take them all. 
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IHE 

CASTLE SPECTRE. 



N 



A G T L 

SCENE L— ^ Grope. 

Enter Father Philip and MoxtEV. 

Father Philip. 

EVER tell me I— I repeat it, you are a fellow 
of a very fcandalous courfe of life ! 

MoTL. And I repeat it^ Tm a perfect image of 
the pureft virtue, compared to wbom^ for fobriety 
and continence^ Cato was a drunkard^ and Lucretia 
little better than (he (hould be. 

F. Phil. Oh! hardened in impudence! — Can 
you deny being a pilferer, a lyar, a glutton--^ — 

MoTL. Can I?— Heaven be thanked, Fvc 
courage enough to deny any thing ! • 

F. Phil. Doesn't all the world cry out upon 
you ? 

MoTL. V Certaihly my tranfcendant merit ha$ 
procured me fome enemies, and, in common with 
many other great men, my virtue at prefent labours 
under fooietbing of a cloud. But underlland me 
right) Father ; Though 1 doii*c aifent to the fum-> 

B total 
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a THE CASTLE SPECTRE: 

tatri' ^LjBMtf TciiifiiyoMp ^pofihly Imay adtaronrj. 
ledge fbme of the items; the beft aftions frequently 
appear culpable^ merely becaufe their motives are 
unexplained. Therefore produce your charges^ 
let me juftify iny cooduft, and I doubt not I (hali 
recncvejpy reputation (roq;! your hands as invna^cu* 
late Anatjputc a& a new (h^t aCfooifcap. > . 

F* Phil, To begin then with your pilfering-^ 
Did you, or did you n ot^ b reak open the pantry* 
door, and Ileal out tte greargoofe-pye ? 

Motl; Begging your pardon. Father, that was 
no fault of mine. - -^ t 

F. Phil. Whofe then ? " 

Motl. The cook'^s undoubtedly; few if he 
hadn*t locked the pantiy-door^ 'tis an hundred to 
one I (houldn't have taken the trouble to brealc 
it open. \ . • . "* 

F. Phil. Nonfenfe ! Nonfenfc f— I tell you, 
you've been guilty of ftealing, which is a monflrous 
cidme I :And what did yoM^UsA I Had ydVi Iftkm 
any thing elfe I might have forgiven you : but u> 
lay irreverent hands upon the goofe-pye l^-Wksi^irt 
% Cbnftian, the identical goofe^-pye which I in* 
tended f<^ my ownfopperl^-nBut this is not my 
only objeftion to your conduft. 

Mo+L. No? . • 

F. Phil. What principally offends me is, that 
you pervert the mind» of the maids, aj^d keep kilT* 
ing and fmuggling ail the pretty girls you ig^Mtm 
©h'tfyelfye! 

Motl. I kifs and fmuggle them ? St. Francis 
forbid I Lord love you. Father,' 'tis they whor kifs 
and fmuggle me. I ptx*cft I do what I can to 
pneferve my modefty ;. and 1 with that A«*chbi(hop 
Dunftan had heard the iedureupoacb^iQr -which 
I read laft night to .the dairy-naid.iia thQ darki 

:. he'd 
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Jie*d have been quite edified. But yet what does 
.talkjQg.iig&tfy? . The eloquence of my lips 19 oxuni' 
terafted by the luftre of my eyes ; and really the 
iittle ^devils are fo tender, and fa troubkfQme, that 
Vm half amgry with nature for having made me S9 
Tcfy bewitching. 
. Fi Pnih. Nonfenfe ! Nonfenfe ! 

MoTL. Why it was but yefterday that Cicely 
Hftd Lace went to fifty-cuffs, quarrelling which 
looked neitcft-^my red leg, or my yellow one. Then 
they are fo fond and fo coaxing ! They hang about 
tont fo lovingly ! And one fays, ** Kind Mr. Mot- 
*' ley !'• and t* other, '' Sweet Mr. Motley !'•— Ah 1 
Father Philip ! Father Philip I How is a poor little 
4»t' of flefli and blood, like me, to refift fuch temp- 
tation ?~Put yourfelf in my place : Suppofe that a 
<Weet fmilitxg rogue, juft fifteen, with rofy checks, 
fparkling eyes, pouting lips, &c. 

F.Phil. Oh! fye t fye! fye !— -To hear fuch 
iicentiQus difcourfe brings the tears into my eyes ! 
. , MoTL. 1 believe you. Father ; for I fee the wa- 
ter is running over at your mouth. However, diis 
jhev^s you— — 

F. Phil. It (hews me that you are a reprobate, 
mnd that my advice is thrown away upon ybu ; In 
future I (hall keep thofe counfcls to myfelf, which 
I offered you from motives of pure Chriftian cha^ 
my. 

MeTL. Charity, my good Father, (houkl always 
begin at home : Now, inftead of giving yourfelf ib 
much trouble to mend me, what if you thougjht a 
iiltle of corre6ling yourfelf ? 

Ft Phil. I ? — I have nothing to correft. 

MoTL. No, to be fure ! 

F.' Phil. The odour of my fanSity perfomes 
the whole kingdom.. 

3« MOTL% 
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MoTL. It has a powerful fmell about it, I tWrtJ - 
not unlike carrion ; you may wind it a mile off; 

F.. Phil. All malice! ^ 

MoTii, Not cxaSly : I could mention (bme Itttl* 
povits which might be ultered in you ftill betciii'' ' 
than in myfelf; fuch as intemperance, gluttony—^ 

F. Phil. Gluttony? — Oh! abominaWe ftlfe^: 
hood ! 

MotL. Plain matter of fa6k!— Why will toy*- 
man pretend to fay that you came honeftly by 
that enormous belly, that tremendous tomb of fi(h; 
flefli, and fowl ? I proteft Tm grateful to H^avett 
that among the unclean Beafls who acconxpffhied 
Noah, there went not into the ark a pair of f^ 
monks : they mud infallibly have cireated a * ftt^r 
mine, and then the world would never hate been 
xc-pcopled.— Next, for incontinence, you muft air 
low yourfelf that you are unequalled. 

F. Phil. I ? I ? 

MoTL. You, you^r— May I aUt what was your 
buCnefs in the beech-grove the other evening, 
when I caught you with buxom Margery the mil*- 
ler's pretty wife ? Was it quite neceffary to lay' 
your heads together fo clofe ? * 

'F. Phil. Perfc6tly neccflary : I was whifpering 
. in her ear wbolfonie advice, 

MoTt. Indeed ? Faith then (he took your advice 
as kindly as it was given, and exadly in the fame? 
way too : you gave it with yqur lips, and (he took 
it with ben» !i — Well done. Father Philip ! 

y. Pmt, Son, Son, you give your tongue top 
great a licencje. ' 

MoiTL. Nay» Father, be not angry ; FqoJs, yoa 
know, are privileged perfons. 

F. Phil. I know they are very ufelef? ones ; and 
in Ihorti Matter I^otley, to bp plain with yqu, of 
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mil fbpls I think, you the Worft ; and for fools of all 
kinds I Ve an infuperabk avcrfion. 

MoTL, Really ? Then you have one good qua- 
lity at leafli andJ canqoc but admire fuch a tot4 
wa|it,of felf4ove! [^Jn. bom founds,'] But hark! *ds 
tbQjdipAer-horn. Away to table. Father — ^Depend 
ppicfn'ti thp fervants willrather eat part of their din^* 
ner unbleflcd, than ,ftay till j^our ftomacli cotnes 
)ik^ Jonas's whale, and fwallows up the whole, 

^» Phix, Well, wellj fool, I am going : bat 
firftiet ntie explain to you, that my bulk proceeds 
from no indulgence of voracious appetite. No, f6n, I 
noz I^itd^ fuftenancc do I take; but St. Cuth- 
bart's/jjlcljing is uppn me, and thatslittle profpeni . 
wi^ me moft maryellouflyt . Verily, the Saint has 
given me rather too plentiful an increafe, and my 
leg$are fcarce able to fupport the weight of his 
bounties. {^E^d^ ^ 

MoTL, [jflom.'] He looks like an over*.growa 
tuiftle* waddlij;^ upon its hind fins! — Yet at bot- 
tom 'tis a good fellow enough, warm-hearted, be- 
nevolent, friendly, and fincere ; byt no more in- ^ 
tended by nature to be, a monk, than I to be a 
inaid of honour to the queen of Sheba. {Going*^ 

Enter V^ViCY. 

p£RCY. i cannot be miftaken : in fpitc of hi$ , 
f}refs^ his features are too well known to met 
Hiftl Gilbert! Gilbert! 

Mofi,. Gilbert? Oh Lord, that's I !~Wiio 
calls? 

Percy. Have you forgotten me ? 

Moiu Truly, fir, that would be no eafy mat- 
ter ; I never forgot in my life what I never knew« 

Percy. Have ten year$ altered mc fo much 
fjjat you canffot-r-^ . ^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6 THE CASTLE SPECTRE: 

: MoTL. Hey!— Can it be Parlon, mf 

dear mafter, pardon!-— In trufh, you may mmm 
forgive my having forgotten j^^«r name, for atiiift 
I didii*r very well remember «y owa* HoiMiq^ 
to prevent further miftakes I muQ: inform you^ thM 
ke who in yoor father's fervice was Gilbevc ttife 
knave, is Motley the fool in the fervice <^ Kari 
Ofmond. 

PiRCY. Of Earl Ofmond ?. This is fottisi^iKei 
Gilbert, you may be of u£b to me; and if theiat* 
lachment which as a boy you profeffed Ibr mt 
fiiil exi to 

MoTL, It does with ardour unaibated, ibr I'm 
HOC fo onjuft as to attribute to you my exgtaUion 
from Alnwic Caftfe : in faft I deferved it, for I 
cannot deny but that lat twenty I was as good-for- 
nothing a knave as ever ei^nfted; confeqwently 
old Earl Percy difmified me from bis fervic^, but 
I kfMm that it was Toreiy againft your irKrlihatfon. 
You were then fcarce fourteen, and I had bbm 
your companion and play- fellow from your child- 
hood. I remember well your grief M parnng mtk 
ine, and that you flipped into my hand the purfe 
which contained the whole of your little treafbre. 
That adk of kindnefs ftruck to' my heart : I (v/mt 
at the moment td love you through life, and if 
trer I forget my oath, damn me ! 
• - Percy. My honeft Gilbert ! — And what made 
you afTume this habit ? . . * 

MoTU Ah, my Lord ! what could I do ?-^Ia 
fpite of my knavery and tricks 1 was conftanciy 
upon the point of ftarving, and having once coo- 
crafted an idle habit of eating, I never could bring 
myfelf to leave it off. After living five years by 
fny witSj want drove me almoft out of them : I 
knew not what courfc to take, wheo i hci^d that 
r. 4 * Earl 
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XaxI Ofiaoad^s jefter bad fled ihe coantiy. I tx* 
ms^td my knavery for the kit time in. dealing' the 
i^gbUre's c^fl; coat» was* accepted in bis place bf 
tbe Earl^ and now gain an boneft liveHhdod by 
{)er&iadii^ xny neighbours that rm a greater fool 
than themfelves. 

Percy^ And your cb(tngeis for the better? 

MoTX.. Infinitely ; indeed your fool is uxiiver* 
£lUy |»rderced to year ilQave-«4.and for this reafon ; 
)KHir fooi is [chtated, your Jcoave cheats *. Novr 
«very-body had rather cheat, than be cheated. 

PaacY* Some truth in that. 

,MoTi#' AinA aow» ftr» may I aft, what bringi 
you to Wal^s ? 

P^RcV. A woeiaOy whom I adore. 
, M^TU Yea, I guefled that the bufinefs wss 
abovtt a petticoajt« And thb woman is^— « 

Pejlct. ThQ orphan wand of a villager, with*' 
iSM^ friends, without family, without fortune ! 

MoxL* Great points in bfsr favour, I muft con^ 
fyfsk . And. which of thefe excellent qualities woa 
^your heart > 

Percy. I hope I had better reafons for beftow** 
ing it on her. No, Gilbert j I loved her for a per- 
fon beautiful without arc,, and graceful without 
affcftation— -for an heart tender without wcaknefs, 
asid noble without pride. I faw her at once be- 
loved and reverenced by her village companions : 
4hey looked on her as a being of a fupenor order ; 
and I felt, that (he who gave fuch ^dignity to the 
cottage^maid, muft needs add new luftre to the 
coronet of the Percies, 

MoTL. From which! am to underftand that 
you mean to noaity this ruftic. 
. Percy. ..Could I uma otherwife, I (hould blu(l)i 
^or myfelf. 

' MOTL. 
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MoTL. Yet furcly the btfencfs of hcfr origin— ' 

Pbrcy. Can to me be no objeftion : in giving 
her my hand I raifc' her to my ibrion, not debafe 
Biyfelftohcrs; norevefj while gazing otf the beauty 
ef a roie, did I think it lefs fair becaufe pknced 
by a peafant. 

MoTL. Bravo ! — And what fays ycrur good 
^rambling father to this ? 

Percy. Alas ! he has long flept in the grave I 

MoTL, Then he's quiet at laft I Well, God 
grant him that peace in heaven, which hefufieved 
nobody to enjoy oneanh ! — But, his death having 
left you mailer of your aftions, what obftacle oow 
prevents your marriage ? - 

Percy. You (hall hear.— Fearful leil'myrank 
Ihbuld influence this lovely girl's affedions, and 
induce her to beftowher hand on the noble, while 
ihe fefufed her heart to the man, I afiumed a pea- 
fant*s habit, and prefented myfeif as Edwy t^ 
low-born and the'poor. In tbiscbara^er I gsu&ed 
her heart, and rcfolved to hail, as'Cou»tefr .of 
Islorthumberland, the betrothed of Edwyitfae Iowk 
born and the poor ! - : -^'^ • 

MoTL. I warrant the pretty fi>u) waa&VdiG^ 
pleafed with the difcovery ! .'. . . 

Percy. That difcovery is ftill unmade;.- Judge 
how great mud have been my difappoiatmeot^ 
vhen, on entering her guardian's cottage .witk^diif 
flefign, he informed me, t4iat the unkisomi^^'who 
fixteen years before had confided her to. his: caoo*^ 
had reclaimed her on that v^ry morniag, aod xxfidi^ 
Veyed her no one knew whither. j: 

MoTL. That was unlucky; : : .^I 

Percy. Was it not? — Ah! had- 1 dtfdased 
myfeif one day fooner, ^e ibis (he-'wookk^ve 
been my wife. 

MOTL^ 
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*^ Morx. True ; and being your wife, if a ftraqgcr 
then bad conveyed her no one Jcnew whither, you 
might have thoQg^t yourfelf migbcily obliged to 
him. 

Perct. However, in fpiteof.his precautions, 
I have traced the ftranger^s courfe, and find him 
to be Kenric, a dependent upon tarl Ofmond. 

MoTL. Surely 'tis not Lady Angela, who— — 

Pehc Y. The very fapie ! Speak, my good fel- 
low ! do you know her ? . 
• MoTt. Not by your defcription ; for here (he's 
ucideribood to be the daughter of Sir Malcolm 
Mowbray, my mailer's, deceafed friend. And 
what is your prefcnt intention ? 

Pbi^cy. To demand, her of the Earl in mar-- 
riage. 

MoTz*. Oh! — that will never do:— for in the 
firft place youMl nbc be able to get a fight of him. 
fve now lived: with him five long years, and> till 
Angela's arrival, never witnefled a gueft in the 
Caftic*— Oh ! 'tis the moft melancholy manfion ! 
An'd as to its niafter, he's the v^ry antidote to 
mirth : He always walks with his arms folded, 
hi&* brows bent, his eyes louring on you with a 
glooiny fcowl : He nevcrfmiles ; and to laugh 
m his prefeoce would be high treafon. He looks 
at no ooe— ^fpeaks to no one. None dare ap* 
proach him, except Kenric and his four blacks — 
all others are ordered to avoid . him ; and when- 
ever he quits his room, ding! dong! goes a great 
bell, and away run the fervants like fo many feared 
rabbits. 

Percy. Strange !--and what realbns can he 
have for — 

MoTL. Ob 1 jealoM in plenty* You muft 
C know 
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know there's an ugly ftory refpcdling the laft 
owners of this Caftlc-— Ofmond's brorhw^ his wife, 
and infant child, were murdered by batiditci, as it 
Nvas faid : unluckily the only fervant who efca^d- 
the flaughtcr, depofed, that he rccognifed anidng 
the Aflaflins a black ftill in the fervice of Earl Of- 
mond. The truth of this afiertion was never 
known, for the fervant was found dead in his bed 
the next morning. 
/ Percy. Good heavens! 

Mot L. Since that tinie no found of joy has been 
heard in Conway Caftle. Ofmond inftantly be- 
came gloomy and ferocious ; he now never utters 
a found except a figh, has broken every tye of 
fociety^ and keeps his gates barred unendingly 
againft the ftranger. 

Percy. Yet Angdi is admitted :-i-But^ bo 
doubt, afFeftion for her father- ; > ♦ 

MoTu Why, no; I rather think that affe^km* 
, for her father's child --^ — ^ 

P£p.cy. How? 

MoTL. If I've any knowledge in love^ theJEoil 
feels it for his fair ward : But the Uady will tell 
you more of this, if I can procure. f&F you ani- in- 
terview. . ..• • 

Percy. The very requeft which ■ ' ■■ *^ ' ^ • ■ - ' 

MoTL. 'Tis no eafy matter^ I promtfe you 5 bof 
ril do my beft. In the meanwhile wait for rate 
in yonder fifhing hut— its owner's name isBdricf' 
-T-tell bim that I fent you, and he will give ydii a 
retreat. . 

Percy. Farewell, then, and remember that 
whatever reward '. , ■ . ; * 

MoTL. Dear mafter, to mention a reward infiflld 
me. You have already fliown me kindnefs ; skid 

when 
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when 'tis in my power to be of ufe to you, to need 
rtie inducement of a iWpnd favoqr would prov^ 
aie a fcoundrel qndeferying pf the firft. [^Exin 

Pbrcy. How warm is this good fellow's Attach* 
inent ! Yet our Barqii^ complain that the great 
can Have no friends! If thty havet^qae, let jtheir 
pwii pride bear th|5 blarne. Inftead of ilpoking 
with ftx«-n.Qn tbofe whom a fmije w.<?uld attFad, 
*nd a.&»Qur bind, for ^yer, how many firm fri^ad$ ^ 
might our nobles gain> if they woqld but reflpd th^t 
i-heir. vaff^ls are men aS thisy are^ and. have hearts^ 
whofe feelings can be grateful as their own* [£^//. / 

' ' Saib and Hassa*^ meetings 

S'Ai^f Now, Hafian, whaf fuccefs ? ; 

Hass. , lyiy f^arch b^) l^pen fruitleff • In vai|( 
IjflTC I;p4ced the river's bjinks, and gierced tht? 
grove's deepeft receffes^ Nor glen nor thicket 
have I paffed une^fplored,.. yet found no ftranger 
to whom Kfgnric -s defcription could ^ply« 
. Saib. Saw you no one? 

Hass. 4 ^oo^ of horfemen pafied me ^s I left 
the wood. ,. . 

SAia. Horfemen, fay ypu ?-rrThen Kenric may 
be. right. Earl Perpy has difcovcrpd Aagela'j 
abode, and lurks near the Caftjks in hopes of carry- 
i^ her .off. 

H^s$. His hqpjcs thcp will be v«n. f Qfmond's 
vigilance will not eafily be cluded-^Qjarpened by 
tiiy^c pj^^^qrfatmotisres, ioy^.and fpan 

Saib His love, I kpp)y; b^ (bould he lofe 
AAgcki, what ha$ be tf} f«ar ? . ; 
, Has?. Jf Pcr)cy ^1^3 her, every thing 1 Sup* 

C2 ported 
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ported by fuch wealth and power, dangerous would 
be her claim to thefe domains fliould her Inrth 
be difcovered* Of this our Lord is aware; nor 
did lie fconer hear that Northumberland loved 
her, than be battened to remove her from Allan's 
care. At firft I doubt bis purpofe was a foul 
one : her rcfemblance to hef mdther induced him 
to chsnge it. He now is refolved to make her 
his bride> arid reftore to her thofie rights of whicli 
himfelf deprived htt: r 

Saib. Think yoti the Lady perceives that our 
IMfaftcr loves her ? 

Hass. I know (he does not. Abforbed in her 
own p^ffion for Percy,; on pfmond's fhe befto^ 
no tbonghty and, while roving through th^ 
pompous halls and chambers^ fighs for the CM** 
viot Hills, and Allan's humble cottage*,^ 

Saib. But as (he ftin believes .Percy to b<r a 
low-born fwain, wTicn Ofmohd lays his coronet 
at her fect^ will (he jrcjca his rank tod ijpten- 
dour? '•■ '" \ *^'; ■' .[ - .yr 

Hass^ If (he loves w^H/flie will. Saib> Xtoo 
have loved ! I have khown how painful it was ^o 
leave her on whom my heart Hung ; how inoi^ 
pablc was all elfe td ftipply her Jofs! 1 have epc^ 
changed want for plenty, fatigue forVeft, a wretch** , 
ed hut for a fplendid palace. But am I happier^? 
Oh ! no! Stiirdo I regret my native land, ^i^ 
the partners of my' poverty. * Then toil was f^vcBC 
to me, for I laboured for Samba; ^then repofb. 
ever blcft my bed *df leaves;' for there by toy fide. 
lay Samba'^fleeping.' ' h 

Saib. This'from ^dii^ HilTan ?— Did Idve evear 
find a place inyourffihty bofom ? - . * 

Hass. Did it? Oh' Saib! my heart once was 
gentle, once was good ! But forrows have broken 
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it, infults hive made it hard ! I have been drag-» 
ged from my native lander from a wife who wias 
every thing to me, to whom I was every thing! 
Twenty years have elapfed fincc tbcfe Chriftians 
tore me away : they trampled upon my h^art, 
modked my defpair,.add9 when in frantic terms I 
raved of Samba, laughed, and wondered how 
a negro's foul could feel ! In that moment when 
the laft point of Africa faded frpm my vicw> when 
as I flood on the vefiel's deck I felt that all I 
loved wa^ to me loft for. ever,: in that bitter mo^ 
ment did I banifli humanity from my bread. I 
tOfh from my arm the bracelet of Samba^s hair, X 
gave to the fea the precious token, and, while the 
high w*res fwift bore it froih mc, vo^ved aloud 
cAdlefsrh^tfed to mankind. 1 have kept my oath, 
1 will keep ft I 

SAib; lIl-ftarredE{a0aii! your wrongs have in- 
deed been gre^t* 

'Mass. To reihember them unmans me— Fare- 
well ! I muft to Kenric. Hold ! — ^Look, where he 
cdm€^ from OfmondV chamber ! 

Saib. And feemingly in wrath. 

^Ass. His conferences with the Earl of late have 
had no other end. The period of his favour is 
arrived. 

SAtB. Not of his favour merely, Hafian. 

Ha%s. How ? Mean you that .. ... 

'Saib. His anxiety for independence, his wi(h 
ta N^ithdraiw hicpfelf from Walcs-^yet more, cer- 
tain^myfterious words and threats* for fome time 
pad have made our Lord uneafy. By him was 
I this morning commiffioned • . . • Silence! He's^ 
here ! ycm (hall know more anon. 

2 Enter 
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Enter KisNltie^ 

Kens.* His promifc ever ^eyaded I My requeft 
ilill heard with impatiroc?^ and tifeated wirk no* 
gleftii-^Ofmonclyil will bear your ingratitude bo 
longer* — Now, Haflan^jfetui^d you. the ma* de^ 
fcribedi ,. 

Hass. Nor any that refembled him, 
. Kekk.. Yet, dm bfaw Bcrcy, lam conVwc^* 
As I crofled. him ia the wood, histirye.met ntin^* 
He ftaried as bad br (een a. b^dift, and fitd^th 
rapidity. Be on yourguard, my friends! Poubt- 
lefs be will attempt 10 ^b admiSlon to dur 
Caftle. . - • ^ J ^ • t. 

Hass. Can. we ifae . otberwife . th$p watcb&^i 
wheo we fee bow wall .the Earl le^racda bilfcd- 
lowers? ' n . . 

Saib. Of that, Eehsict jfipu are 4n ei^mple. 
Have you obtained that recompe9Se ia lo^g 
promifed ? Do you ei^^y , tht^ . and^|C&dif^ 
which i . 

Kenr. Saib, tbeEdri's in|ratitiide cuts me to 
the heart ! Attached ^ci. hiip. ftojn bi$ infancy i I 
have long been his friend, long fancied him mine. 
Theilhifion is now^ovi^r.. He ftte th«: 1 jca«i\ferye 
him no further— knows that I can harm him 
much ^therefore he ioars, aad, fearing, hatfa.me ! 
But I will fubmit fio longer to Itbifi painful fie« 
pendence. To-morrow,, for the Jaft: tiaaiQ> *ill 
1 fummon him xo. perform bis .promife^'lf be 
refufes, 1 will bid him i krewell for evier, aod^ by 
my abfence^ free, faim: from ;a jreftrabt .«)^iaUy 
irkfomexomyfelfiind him. 

Saib. Will you. fo^ Kenric ?— -ftft xfpeedy .then, 
or you. will be too late. 
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Kbnh, Too kte I And wherefore ? 

Baib. You will foon receive the neward of your 
ftrvices. 

Kenr. Ha*! Know you what that reward will 
be? ■- • 

Saib. I guefs^ but may not tell. 

Kenx. Is it a fecret ? 

Saeb. Can you keep one ? 

Kenr. Faithfully! 

Saib; As faithfully can I. Come^ Haflan. 

[Exeunt. 

Kenr. \alone.\ What meant the (lave ? Thofc 

doubtful expreffions Ha ! fhoiild the Earl 

ifxtcnd nie falfe..*... Kenric ! Kenric! how i$ 
tliy nature chjJln^cd ! There wa% a time when fear 
was a ftranger to my bofont-w^when, guiitlefs my- ; 
fcl^i dreaded rfot aft in others. Now, wh'ere^er 
1 t©rh me^ danger appears to lurk ; and I fufpeft 
tre(hiiitiij^in every breaft, bccaufe my own heart ^ 
hides it.^Nw [Exit. ! 

Eniitr Father Philip, fbllowed by Alice. 

F. ONnL. Nonfcftfe i— You filly woman, what 
you fay is not poflible. 

''- A&iCB/. I never faid it was ^offible. I only 
iaid it was true ; and that if ever I heard mufic, I 
hidard it laft night. 

.y.'PHiL. Perhaps the fool was finging to the 
fcrva,ms. 

AiiCE. The fool indeed? Oh! fyet fyel 
tiow dare you call my Lady*s ghoft a fool ? 

Fl. Prtl. Your Lady's ghoft!— You filly old 
woman ! 

-Axicz^ Yes, Father, yes : I repeat it, I heard 
the guitar lying upon the Oratc^y table play the 

very 
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. very air which the Lady Evdina ufcd to fiug 
■ while rocking her litilc daughter's cr^le. S»c 
warbled it fo fweetly, and ever at the dofe it 
;u:ent. [Jtnpng] . , . 

" LulUby! Lullaby! hu(h thee, my dear I 

^' Thy father b comings and Toon ^Ibe-faere 1" 

F. Phii,. Nonfenft ! nonfenfe ! — Why, pr'ytbec, 
Alice, do you think that your Lady*s ghoft would 
get up at night only to fing Luilaby for your 
amufement ? — Sefides^ how (houM a fptrit, ix^Hch 
is nothing but air, play upon an ioftruoieot. of 
material wood and cat-gut ? 

Alice. How can I tell ?r— Why, I know very 
well that men are made ; but if you defired me 
to make a mahj I tow and proteft I (houldn't 
know how to fet about iL I can only fay^, that 
laft night 1 heard the ghoft of my mitiri'dered 
Lady 

F. Phil. — Playing upon the fpirit of a ccttiked 
guitar ! — Alice I AUcc I thefc fears arc ridictilous ! 
The ideaof ghofls is a vulgar prejudice; andthey 
who are timid and abfurd enough to encourage 
it, prove themfelves the mod contemptible ■ 

ALICE' [fcrefiming*'] Oh? Lord blefs «4t . 

F.Phil. What^— Hey !— Oh ! dear! 

Alice. Look! looki — A figure in whke! — 
It comes from the haunted room ! 

F. Phil* [dropping on bis knees,'] Blefled St» 
Patrick ! — Who has got my beads ? Where's my 
prayer-book ? 

^' Alic£. It comes ! — it comes !— Now I now I— 
Lack-a-day, it's only Lady Angela ! 

F.Phil. [rifiHgJ] Lack-a-day ! Pm glad of it 
with all my heart ! 

Alice. Truly fo am I. — ^But what fay you now. 
Father, to the fcar-of fpedtres ? 

F. Phii^ 
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F. Phii.. InggQod faith, Alice, that my theory 
was better than my praftice. However, the next 
time that you arc afraid of a ghoft, remeticiber and 
make ufe of the receipt which I (hall now give 
you ; and inftead of calling for a pried to lay the 
fpirits of other people in th^ red fea, call for a 
bottle of red wine to raife your own. Probatum eft. 

[£«/• 

Alice [ahne.'] Wine indeed !— *I believe be. 

thinks I like drinking as well as himfelf^ No, 

ik>! Lee the old toping^ friar take his botde of 

' Witt« ; I (ball coiJlnnc myfelf to p}ain chi?rrf- 

brandy* 

.f punter Angkl^. 

, i^NO, I am weary of wandering from room to 
tpOQ^^ in vain do I change the fcenc, difcoattnt 
is every where. There was a time when mufic 
QQilld delight my ear, and nature could charm my 
eye : — wllen, as the dawn unveiled the landfcape, 
Mchpbjed it difclofed to me looked pleafant and 
hk V and while the laft (uh-beams yet lingered on 
the weftcrn fky, I could -pour forth a prayer of 
gratitude, and thank my good angels for a day 
unclouded by {brrow Iri^Now all is gone, all loft, 
aUfadedl 

Alice. Lady ! 

. Amq. Perhaps at this moment he chinks upon 
me! Perhaps he wanders on thofe mountains 
where we fo oft have ftrayed, reclines on that 
bank where we fo oft have fat, or liftens (adly to 
ttie ftarling which he taught to repeat my name. 
Perhaps then he fighs, and murmurs to bimfelf, 
*« The flowers, the rivulets, the birds, every objeft 
^^ reminds me of my well-beloved 1 but what 
D "(ball 
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^' (liall remind her of Edwy ?*• — Oh ! that will ^.y 
heart, Edwy; I need no other remembrancef! 

Alice. Lady! Lady Angela! — She minds mc, 
1)0 more than a pod ! 

Ano. Oh! are you there, good Alice? Wha^t 
would you with me ? 

Alice. Only afk, how your Ladyljhip reded ? 

Ang. Ill 1 very ill ! 
. Alice. ,LAck-a-day ! ^nd yet you fleep iii the 
beft bed ! 

Ang. True, .good Alice ; but my heart's, 
anguifh ftrewed thorns upon my couch of dowht 

Alice. Marry, Tm not furprifed that you 
refted ill in the Cedar- room. Thofe noifes fa. 
near you- 



A»o. What noifes ? I heard none. 

Atioi. How ? — ^^When the clock ftcuck onej^ 
heard you no mufic ? 

Ang. Mufic! — None. 

Alics. And never have heard any while in 
the Cedar^room ?' 

Ano. Not that I — ^ Stay ! now I rememjber 
that while I fat alone in my chamber this morn- 
ing 

Alice, Well, Lady, well 1 ^ 

Ang. Methought i heard fonie one fincring; 
it feemed as if the words ran thus — \finging\ — 
«* Lullaby I Lullaby ! Hu(h thee, niy dear !'' 

Aiiici ycr^^ming,'] The very words!— It was 
the ghoftj Lady ! it was the ghoft ! 

.Ang; The gHoft, AHpe l-^I proteft I tuougbt 
it had been you. , 

Alice. Me, Lady ! — Lord, when did you hear 
this finging ? ^ 

Ang. Not five minutes ago, w^hil^ you were 
talking with F4ther Philip. 

. Alice. 
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Altcs; The Lord be thanked !-^Thenitwai 
not thie ghoft. It was I, Lady! It, was I!-*— And 
ha\fe you heard no other finging fince you came 
10 the cattle ? 

Ang. None. But why that queftion? 

Alice. Becaufe,^ Lady ;^ But perhaps you 

may be . frightened ? 

Ang. N9, no! — Proceed, I ehtreatyoul 

Alice. Why, then^^they do fay, that the cham- 
ber in which you fleep is haunted. You may have 
obferved two folding-doors, which are ever kept 
locked: they lead to the Oratory, in which the 
Lady Evelina palTed moft of her time, while my 
Lord was engaged in the Scortifti \yars. She would 
fit there, good foul ! hour after hour, playing on 
the lute, and finging airs fo fweet, fo fad, that many 
a time and oft have I wept to hear her* Ah! when 
1 kifled her hand at the Caftlc-gare, little .did I fuf- 
peft that her fat c" would have been fo wretched ! 

Ang. And what was her fate ? 

Alices A fad one. Lady j Impatient to embrace 
her Lord, after' a yearns abfence^ the Countefs fet 
^ut to meet him on his return from Scotland, ac» 
companied by a few domeftics and her infant- 
daughter, then fcarce a twelvemonth old* Bur, as 
ihe returned wuh. her hufband, robbers furprifcd 
the pairty fcarce a mile from the Callle; and fince. 
that time no news has been received of the Earl, of 
the Countefs, the fervants, or the child. 

Ang. Dreadful ] Were not their corfes found ? 

Alice. Never ! The only domeltic who efcaped 
pointed out the fcene of adion ; aod as it proved 
to be on the river^s banks, doubtlefs the aflaflins 
plunged the bodies into tHe ftream. 

Ang* Strange ! And did Earl Ofmond then bc-^ 
^ome owner of this CafUe ?-— Alice ! was he ever 
fufpefted of-*-*"*** 

D 2 Alice. 
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Aticv* Speak lower, Lady 1 It was faid;fo, I 
own : but for my own pare I never believed iu 
To my certain knowledge Ofmond loved the Lady 
Evelina too well to hurt her ; and when he heard of 
her death, he wept, and fobbed as if his hear? were 
breaking. Nay, 'tis certain that he propofed to 
her before marriage, and would haye made her his 
wife, only that (he liked his brother better. Well 
(lie might indeed, for Earl Reginald was afweeter 
gentleman by half. 

Ano. And in that Oratory, you fay — ^Good Alice, 
you have the key of it : Let me fee that Oratory 
to-night. 

Alice; To-night, Lady ? Heaven prefervemc ! 
I wouldn't enter it after dark for the world ! 

A NO. But before c^ark, Alice ? 

Alice. Before dark? Why that indeed — Well, 
well, we'll fee. Lady. But I hope you're not alarmed 
by what I mentioned of the Cedar-room ? 

Ang. No, truly, Alice; from good (pirOB I 
have nothing to fear, and heaven and my inno- 
cence will proteft me againft bad. 

ALtCE. My very fentiments, I proteftf But 
Heaven forgive ,me, while I (land golBping here 
J warrant all goes wrong in the kitchen! Your 
pardon, Lady : I muft away ! I muft away? ^Exit^ 
/ Ang. [mufing^ Ofmond was his brother's heir. 
His ftrange demeanour f— Yes, in that gloomy brow 
is written a volume of villainy f — ^^Heavenly powers ! 
an aira(nn then is mafter of my fate !'— An affaflin 
too who— I dare not bend my thoughts that way I 
— Oh ! would I had never entered thefe Caftle- 
walls! — had never exchanged for fearful pomp the 
fecurity of my pleafures; — the tranquillity of my 
ibul! . 

Return, ceturn* fweet Peace J and oV my breafl 
Spread thy bright wings, diftil thy halmy f eft. 
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And teach my flcps thy realms among to rove; 
Wealth and the world refign'd^ nought mine but love I 
Ah ! ccafe thy. fait, fond girl t thy prayer is vainj 
For thus did Love his mant law ordain. 
•— i-" Peace ftill muft fly that heart where 
reign." 



t love I 

' 1 



lExif. 

END cf the FIRST ACT. 



A C T n. 

SCENE I* — Ti»e Armoury. — Suits of Armour are 
arranged on both Sides upon Pedejials^ wl$h the 
Names of their Pojfejfors written under each. 

Enter MotleV, p^ffg «Vr, 

THE coaft is clear !~Hiftl Hift !— You may 
enter. 

Enter Percy. 

Percy. Loiter not here! — Quiclc, my good 
feUow ! — iponduft me to Angela ! 
. . MoTL, Softly, foftly ! A liitle caution is needful ; 
sind \ prpmife you juft now Tm not upon rofes, 
— ^You remember the fervant who hinted that Earl 
Ofraond had an hand ip his brother^s murder ? — 
Should 1 be fufpedcd of admitting you to the 
Caftle, his fate might be mine; And whatever you 
may think of i^ my Lord, I Ihouldn't be at ail 
ple^fed at wakiqg to-morrow morning, to find my- 
fclf dead in my bed. 

Percy. If fuch are your fears, why not lead 

mc 
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me at once to Angck? Are we not more expofed 
in this open hall ? 

MoxL» Be contented, and leave all to me,: I will 
contrive matters fothatOfmond fball have you be- 
fore his eyes, and be no jot the wiH r.-^Here I— • 
[Taking down a fuit of armour] — Put on this coat of 
mail : you muft make up your mind to play a fta- 
tue for an hour or two. 

P«ROY. How ? 

MoTL. Nay, 'tis abfolutely necellkry.- — Quick! 
quick ! ere the fervants quit the ball, where they 
are now at dinner. — Here's the helmet !— the 
gauntlet !— the (hield!-^So now take this truo- 
chcon in your hand; and there we have you 
armed cap-d-pec! 

Percy* And now be good enough to expUin 
what purpofe this mafquerade is to anfwer. 

MoTL. Willingly. You are to know, that iince 
the late Earl's death the Caftle is thought to be 
haumcd : the fervants arc fully pcrfuaded that hii 
ghoft wanders every night through the long galle- 
ries, and parades the old towers and dttdxyh^lli 
which abound in this ftielancholy manfion. Hei i^ 
fuppofed to bedreft in compleat armour; and that 
which you wear at prefent was formerly his^ No«; 
hear my plan. The Earl prepares to bold a coD6e*« 
rence with Lady Angela ; even now I heard her 
fumrhoned to attend him in the Armoury. Pladcd 
upon this pedeftal you may litten to their difcourfe 
unobferved, and thus fonir a proper judgment bah 
of your miftrefs and her guardian. As foon as it 
grows dark I will conduft you to Angela's apaft* 
ments : the cbfcurity will then (belter you from 
difcovery ; and even (hould you be obferved, yoa 
will pafs for Earl Reginald's fpedre. 

Percy. I do not diHike your plan : but tell mc, 
Gilbert, do you believe this talc of the apparition? 

MoTL. 
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Mc[ti4. Oh ! Heaven forbid ! Not a word of it. 
Had I minded all the ftrange things related of xbis 
Cattle, I 'fhoOld have died of fright in the firft bal& 
hour. Why, they fay that Earl Hubert rides every 
night round the Caftfe on a white horfe -, that the 
gboftof Lady Bertha haunts the weft pinnacle of 
the Chapel-Tower ; and that Lord . Hildebrand| 
who was .condemned for trcafon fome fixty years 
ago, may be feen in the Great Hall, regularly 
at midnight, playing at foot-ball with his own 
he^d [• Above all, they fay that the fpirit of 
the hte Countefs fits nightly in her Oratory, an4 
lings her baby to lleep 1 However, if it be fo^-r 
[^A Ml founds thrice, lend and Jolemn\^}i?^vk\'m 
the Earl ! — Quick to your poft !— [Pej-^y afimds 
the pcdeJiar\—F2irt\vc\\ 1 I muft get out of hin 
way J but as foon as he quits this chamber Til ro» ' 
join you. ^ , 

Percy. Do fo ; and farewell. \Exit Motley* 

\Jtbe fcldtng-dcors are thrown open:. Saib, Haflan» 

■ Muley, and h\^v\z enter^ preceding Earl Ofmond, 

wb§ walks zvitB bis arms folded, and his eyes bent 

upon the ground. Saib advances a fopha, into 

'OiMcby after making a few turns through the room^ 

Ofmond thrcvi^sbimfelf. He motions to his attends 

ants, and they withdraw^ He atpears /<j^ iaf 

thought \ ihenfuddenly rifes^ and again traverfes the 

room *with difordered fie ps.^ 

OSM. I will not facrifice my happinefs to hers ! 

For fixteen long years have I thirfted; and now: 

when the cup of joy again ftands full before me, 

ihall I dafh it from my lip? ' No, Angela, you 

afk of me too much. Since the moment when I 

pierced her heart, deprived of whom life became 

odious ; fincc my foul was ftained with his blood 

who loved me, with hers whom 1 loved, no foria 

has been grateful to my eye, no voice fpokcn plca- 

furc . 
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furc to my foul, favc Angela*^s, fave only Angel»s I 
Doring upon one whom death has lotig clipped 
in his arms} tortured by dedres which I never 
hoped to fatisfy, many a mournful year has my 
heart known no throb but of angui(b^ no gtaeft 
but remorfe at committing a fruit)e?s crime. Hope, 
thai ftranger, once more revifits my bofom : t^e 
iiend, who led me through pa0ion's mazes to the 
heights of guilt, owns that a crime To great well 
merits a rewards He bids the monuments, jaws 
unclofe : Evelina revives in her daughter, and loon 
jQiall the fires which confume me be quenched In 
Angela'sarms. What though her h^art oe Piercy*s? 
What though (he prefer a bafilifk's kifs tomine ? j8e- 
^ caufe my tliori-livcd joy may caufe her eternal for- 
row, (hall I rejeft thofe pleafures fought fo long, 
defired fo earneftly ? That will Inot, by Heaven ? 
Mine (he is, and mine (he (hall be, though Regi- 
nald's bleeding ghoft flit . before me, iind thunder 
in my car — ** Hold ! Hold !" — Peace, flormy 
heart! She comes { 

Enter Angela*. 

OsM. [in a/cfiened voice.'] Com^hithef, Angdk. 
Wherefore fo fad ? That downcaft eye, thit-lift- 
Jefs air, neither fuit your age or fortunes. 'Ralfed 
from obfcurity to rank and fplendour, eari this 
change call no fmile upon your cheek ? Whefe- 
c'er you turn, refpcft and ador^tidti Wait ^pu ; a 
thoufand fervants move obedient to your ftod. 
The treafures of India are lavithed to hdorn your 
peribn ; yet ftill do I fee you, forgetting what you 
arc, look back with regret to what you were \\ 

Ang. Oh ! my good Lord, efteerti mfe not Un- 
grateful ! I acknowledge your bounties, but they 
have not mfide me happy. I dill linger in thought 

\ near 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



: , , :A D R A'M A.. as 

j^nx thofc fccnes where I pafled th« bleffcd period 
of infancy ; I ftill thirft for thofe fimple plcafur^s 
which habit has made to me moft dear. The birds 
which rriy.owrt hands reared, and the flowers which 
my own hands planted i the banks on which! reft 
cd when fatigued, the wild tangled lirobd wliich 
fiippiic4 tne with ftrawberries^ and the village 
church where I prayed to be virtuous, while I yet 
knew of vice and virtue but the name, all have^ac^ 
quired rights to my mepiory and my .love ! '■ > 

psM. What? thefecoftlydreflesjthefefcenesof 
ppmpand groatnefs— ^ 

\ :A>fQ. Dazzle my eyes, but leave my heart ui- 
l|tfi$fied. What I would meet with is aflfe^tioo, not 
refpeft i I had rather be obliged than obeyed ;.and 
all thefe glittering gems are far lefs dear to me> thaa 
one flowtr c€ a wreath .which Edwy's handa havp 
woven. : ' ' 

OsM, Confufion ! . 

Ano. While I &w yd"* Cheviot Hills,^ I was f 
happy. Oh! how happy I While I liftcncd to youf \ 
artlefs accent$,friends of my childhood, how fwelled 
my fond heart with gratitude and pleafure ! At ^ 
morn when \ left my hed,^ light were my fpirita, • 
ajpid gay a^ the 2^jephy^s of fummer j and when at 
Qigbtmy head again preffed my pillow, I whifpered 
to myfelf,. "H^ppy. has. been to-day, and to-m.or« . 
ROW will be as happy !'" Then fweet was my fleep ; 
^^A V^y dreams were of ibofe whom I loved deareft. . 

OsM*. Romantic endiufiaft I Thefe thoughts did 
.well for the village maid, but difgrace th^ daughter 
of Sir Malcolm Mowbray : Let them be chained 
.for, others, better fuit^d to your birth, to the for* 
time which awaits you*. Hear me^ Angela; an 
.£4iglilh IsiaroA 4qv^s you^a nobleman than whom 
., .. E ^ our 
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.opr iiland boafts fs^ more potent. >Ti<Whim 
that your hand is deftinedj \n on hiM^ tliat ^olir 
bait mull be beftowcd. \(P^ 

Akg« I cannot difpofe of that wMeh bil ions 
been anothcr's»^]^y heart is Edwy's* j^^' 

.1 > 0$M. Edwy*s ? A peafant's ? ' ' ' 

; Aug. For the obfcurity of his birth c*an<*^niuft 
. 1)^ blamed j tbe merit of bis virtues bdloofe^ WHOTy 
tohimfelf.. . :i.up 

OsM* By Pfeaven^ you fcem to think; 'thatf^ 
:TOrty isavirtivsl * 'A 

Ang. Sir, I think Vis a misfortune, not a crtrti^: 
And when in fpite of nature's injuftice, 'aY>d j^thc 
frowns of a prejudiced and illiberal worfd, fftc 
iome low.born but illuftripus fpirk prove itftif f«- 
4)eriQr to the ftatioii which it ^)s, I hsMl^H'^h 
pleafure, wk\ admiration, with r^fpefti Srfcb a 
Ipirit I found in Edwy, and, finding, loved I ^ 

OsM. My blood boils with jpaflibnl * 
i, Ajjgu You fay, that by tbefe fe^tf^ents Tflif- 
gfac(2imy rank: 1 fay, ^th^t to br^k ti^y ^\^^ 
ytoxd would difgrace it more* Edwy hair^iny 
;pligbtcd 6ith : He received it on the laft ^yeiflng 
,w6ich I paffed in Northumberland,: ks^e fat dh a 
iow bench before old AllanS cott^e. It wa^ an 
.heavenly night, fweet and tranquil as the. loves^ of 
.angels: A gentle breeze whifpered among the 
Jhoneyfuckles which bloomed above us, ar>d the 
full moon tinged with her iitver light tbe.diftanc 
toweis of Alnwic. ' It was then that for* the firft 
time I gave him my hand, and I fwore ihat I never 
.WQuld give it but to him 1 It was then that lop the 
firft lime liQ prefTed his lips to mine, and T fwore 
ithsiX my iips flbould never be preiled by another ! 

OsM. Girl t. girl l yoad(ive me to difftr»£lip» ! 
: . A»c. 
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, , A«a>' Y<w alarm r^c, tfiy Lord I Permit mt to 

retire,— [.G<?/»^, Ojmond detains bet viaUntly iy th 

arm.] 

..0%M4 $»y \^r{i9 ^/^fUrJone.2 Angela 1 llovc 

ybu ! 

Awd. [fidrthg.J My l^ord I 

Oj5M, \j>aJionately.'] Love you to madnefs ! — My 

.^bofopit is a gulph of devouring flanies ! I muft 
quench them in your arms, or perifti ! — Nay, ftrivc 
not|tQ efcap^: Remain, and hear me ! I offer you 
niyhand: If you accept it, miftrersofthefefarrand 
xichxiomains, your days (hall glide away in. happi- 

,4ief& and honour ; . but if you refufe and fcorn rny 

.. iP^er^ force fiiall this inflan t 

. ' A NO, Fqrce? Oh ! Not — You dare not be To 

Wei , , 

P^M. 'Reflcfl: on your Situation, Angela; you i 
lire in my power — remember it, and be wife ! 

Ang. Ifyou have a generous' mind^ that wiU be 
,.my fureft fafeguard. Be it my plea, Ofmond, 
.whc4 thus I fu€ to you for mtrty, for proteftion I 
I^o|i[:o|i me with pity, Ofmoad !/Tis the daugbtor 
of the man you loved, 'tis a creature, friendlcfs, 
wretched, and forlorn, who knefcls before you, who 
flie^ to you for refuge ! True, I am in your power ; 
Theft faye me, refpeft me, treat me not cruelly; 
for-r-I am in your power ! 

6^14. I will hear no more. Will you accept my 
offer ? . . ■ ' i 

, Ang« Ofmond^ I conjpre you- 

... *0§M, An(wer my queftion ! 

Ang- Mercy! Mercy! 

OsM. Will you be mine >-r Speak I Speak 1 . 

Ai^G. ^a/^er a fnofninfspaufe, i^ifes, andptmonncis 
, wiih^mn^s/l N*ever^ fo h^lp me Heaven T 
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OsM. T/eizing ber.'} Your fiitc then is dedcfed ! 
l/fygelajhrieh^j 

Pbrcy [inaboUowvoice^ — Hold I 

OsM. [fiarts^ but ftillgraffs Angela's arm\^yi^\ 
What was that ? 

Ano. [Jiruggling to ifcafe^ libtik! Haikv! — 
Heard you not a voice ? 

Osu. [gazing upon P^cy]— It came from hcnocit 
•—From Reginald ! — ^Was it not a delufiop ? — Did 

indeed his fpirii [relap/tPg into bisfomurpi/^ 

Jion.'] Well, be it fo ! Though his ghoft fWotili 
mfti between us, thus would Iclafp her— — *tHorl 
tor f What fight is this ? — [At the moment that hi 
again feizes Angela, Percy extends bis truncheon whb 
a menacing gefturcj and defcends from the pede0af: 
Ofniond releafes Angela, who immediately rujhes 
ftim' the chamber^ while Percy advances a few ftipsj 
And remains gazing on the Earl fteifaftljy^X know* 
that (hield 1 — ^that helmet !•— Speak to me, dread- 
ful vifion ! — ^Tax me with my crimes l-^-Tell me, 
that you come Stay ! Speak \^^\Fdl(ming Per- 
cy, tr*(>, when he reaches the door^ through which 
•Angela efcapedy turns ^ andfipis to him with bis hand. 
' Ofmond ^^ir/j hack in terror. \r-^t forbids myfoU- 
lowing!— He leaves tne !— Thedoorclofes— fw^ 
JUddm burft of pajfton^ and drawing his fworaj^ 
Hell, and fiends ! I'll follow him, though light- 
' Jiing5 blaft me !— [//^ rufi>es diJiraSledly from the 
chamber ^.] 

♦ When I wrote the. foregoing fccne, I reallj believed the 
invention to' be entirely my own : But the fituations of An- 
gela, pfmopd and Percy, fb clofely refcmblc thofe of Ifabcllai, 
Manfred, add the animated portrait in The Cs^ftle of Otranto^ 
that I am convinocfd the idea mud have been fnggefted to me hj 
that beautiful Romance. — Wherever I can tra/ce any plagipifms, 

. whether wilfut or involuntary, I (hall continite to point them out 

• io thk reader without refcrve, ' ' 

4 SCENE 
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SCENE IL— T^^ Cajile-ffall. \\ . ' 

*' Enter AiicZf 

AwcEf Hcifc's rudeneft ! Here's ill-breedffig ! 
On my confcicncc, this houfc grows NVorfp and *r6fte 
iCYcrydayl 

JE^»/^ Motley^ 

MoTt. What can he have 'done witji bitnfdfl 
f crhaps weary of waiting for me in the Araxotiry* 
he has found.his way alone td Angela* How now^ 
dame Alice, what has happened to ^ou? You look 
^ngry. ! . . « 

ALicft. By my troth, fool, Tve little rcafoh to 
look pleafed. To be frightCDed out of my wits by 
nighty ^nd thumped and bumped about by day, is 
not likely to put one in ibe beft humour. . : 

.. JvIoTt, Poor foul ! And who has been thumpimg 
and bumping you ? 

. Ai-icE. Who has? You fhould rather-alk who 
has not.-— Why only hear;-*— As I was juft now* 
going along the narrow pai!age which leads to the 
Armoury — finging to myfelf, and thinking of 
nothing, I met Lady Angela flying away aa if 
for dear life ! — ^So I dropped her a curtfey — but 
might as well have fpared my pains. Without 
minding me any more chan if I had been a dog or 
a cat — (he pufhed me on one fide ; and before I 
could recover my balance, fomebody elfe, who came 
bouncing by me, gave me t^oilier thiwp-— ^and 
there 1 lay fprawling upon the floor* However, 
I tumbled witb all pofiible decency^ and took 
great care that my petticoats (hould cover my legs, 
MoTL. Somebody elfe 1 ' What fomebody elfe ? 

Alxcu. 
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Alice. I know not — but he feemed to b6 in 
armoun 

MoTL. In armour? Pray, Alice, looked he 
like a ghoft ? 

• Alice. What he looked like, . I cannot fay •— 
but Vm fare he didn't feel like one : However, 
youVe not heard the word. While I was fp^fawk 
ing upon the ground, my Lord comes tearh)g 
along the pafiagef — ^The firft thing he did was to 
Humble againft mc~4iway went kis heels— ►flrver 
he came^-'Ond in the twinkling of an eye khm 
hy his Lordfliip I As foon as he got up< agaiJi 
— ^Mercy ! how he ftoiroedl-^-Hc fnatcbod'me 
up — called me arf ugly old witch -^ (hook thf 
breath out of my body — then dapped one. on {the 
ground again, and bounced away after the other 

two! - . • :/• .n 

MoTt. My mind mifgtves me !'ip>-Bat wkatian 
Ihismcan, Alice ?^ . . y : 

Alice. The meaning I neithecknow, or cane 
about ;~but this I know^^rii ftay no longer in 
an houfe where I'm treated fo difrefpedfull]^; 
«* My Lady 1"— fays I— ♦* Out of my way:!''-^fays 
Ihe, and pufhcs me on one fide»*-**^ My Lgnd^'* 
^-^fays I — "You be damneii !"— fays he, and 
pufties me on t'other !— i proteft I. never was.fo 
ill ufed, even when I was a young woman! l£xit. 
"' MoTL, This account alarms nac J-r^Shouki 
TPercy be difcovered— The very thought ^ives roe 
a creak in my neck ! — At any rate I had better' iai- 

' ErffiT Wmhir Philip imjiily. . ..5 

iF.Phil. \^s(fpiffg bimSl Get out; of the hquft! 
•i^Xhat's your way 1 ' M- . ' 

.i/. MoTt, 
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MoTt. Why, what's the meaning— ^ 

F. Phil. Don't (land prating here, but do 9S 
i^bidyou ! - . . /i 

MoTL. But firft tell me— — 

F. Phil. I can only tell you to get out of the 
Jioufe. .Kenric Jias difcovcrcd Earl Percy-^You 
ilPe kn^virn to have introduced him — The.Africans 
are* in feardhof you — If you are found, you Avill 
be hung out pf hand. Fly then to Edric's cot- 
ttjpB— hide yoiirfclf there I-— Hark !— Some one 
icoriies!' Away, away, creit i$ too late! — [fujhimg 

-»' MoTi.* [confu/e^ Bo^ ^zx\ Percy-^ut An- 
^cla^.^ 

-^r-*F. Phil. Leave them to me! Tou fhall bear 
^rom me foon. Only take cate of yourfelf, and 
fly with all diligence !— Away ! [Exii Motley, 
F. Phfl*; [aloB€j\ So, fo, he*s off^ and now I've 
time to take breath. Pve not moved fo nkably 
ibr-the )«ft twenty ycafs^ and, in truth,* Pm at 
prefent ^butAlH cllalcol&ied for velocity pf motioii. 
However, my ekereions have not been throwii 
away : Pve fared this poor knave from Ofmond'* 
vengeance— and fliduld my plan for the Lady's re- 
leafe focceed— Poor* Jittle foul !~»To fee how flbe 
DDok on, when Percy was torri from her! Well, weU, 
Ihe (haH be refttied from her tyrant. The move- 
able panncls — the fubterraneous p4ffage$--*-the 
fecrct fprings well- known to me — Oh! I cannot 
fail of fiicceft: But in order .to fecurc it, V\\ 
finally arrange my ideas in the Buttery. Wbeft- 
cver Pve any great defign in hand, I always aflt 
advice of a ^aggon of ale, and mature my plan 
ove/a cold vcnifbn-pafty. Oh! what an exceJ- 
Jent gcnrus muft that mto have had, who firft in- 
vented eating and drinki-ng! [J&r//* 

SCENE 
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^ - 

'SCENE IIL-^A Jpacious Cbamher:, On meSidfis 
a Couch : 01 the other a lahU^ whUh is fl^^i 
' under an arched and l^ty Windew. 

^ Enter 0%uof^iy^foU9wedhy Saib^Hassak^ M^Ltt 
« and Alaric, who cmduB Percy dj/arpied. 

' OsM. This, Sir, is your prifbn j but, doubtlfl^ 

your confinement will not continue loQg. Th^^o* 

menc which gives me Angela^s hand (hall i'e]^9rp 

yoti to liberty ; ^nd, till that moment arrives, fert- 

*WclL . ' \ ' 

Percy* Stay, Sir, and hear me!— By what. uut 
thority prefume you to call mc captive I — Hayi 
you forgotten that you fpcak to Northumberland's 
Earl? ' : ../ ' 

OsM. Well may I forgcf him, wHo could fo ftr 
/orget himfeif. Was it worthy of Northnmbcr- 
land's Earl to deal difguifed into.tny Caflife^ i^nd 
plot with my fervant to rob mc of my molx^ijrc- 
'dous treafure ? . ' ' *. 

* Percy. Mine was that treafure — Yoii deprived 
me of it bafely, and I was juftified in ftriving td 
regain my own. * ', ; 

' OsM. fearl, nothing ^anjuftify unworthy n^eans. 
If you were wronged, why fougfit you not your 
right with your fword's point ^ I then (hould have 
efteerped you a nobie foe^ and as fuch would have 
treated you: IJut you have (looped to p^try 
ardSce, and attacked me like (bme midnight ruf- 
fian, privately, and in difguife. By this am 1 au- 
thorized, to forget your ftation, and msikp your 
penance as degrading as your offence was bafe. 

Percy. IfVuch arc indeed your fentiments,proy,c 
;\ ;;. - •* * ** • * - ' th^m 
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thipm tiow. . Rcftorc any fjvord, unlheatbe yoyr 
own, and be Angela the conqueror's rewarid ! 

OsM. No, Earl Percy ! — I am noc fo rafli a 
gameftcr as to fuiFer that caft to be recalled, by 
which the ftakc is mine already. Angela is in triy 
power : The oaly nmn who could wreft her from 
my attns, has wilfully made hin^fclf my captive : 
Such he is, and fuch he fliall remain, 

^ Percy. Xnfulting tyrant ! Your cowardice ia 
fefufing my c;hallenge proves fufficiently 

\OsM.. Be calrp, EarL Percy !-— You forget your- 
felf^ That I am no coward, my fword has proved 
in the fields of Scotland. — My fword fhall agaiu 
prove if^j, ift when you are reftored to liberty, you 
uill qucftipa the courage of my heart! AngeJf 
brice mine, repeat your defiance, nor doubt m/. 
anfwering. ^ 

^ Ppcy. AiJgela thine? — That (be Iball never 
bq ! , Thjere are angels above .who favour virtujs, 
arid the hour of retribution muft one 4ay. arrive j! 
•^[fkrows bimfelf upon ibe couch.'} . 

OsmJ But long ere the arrival of thjat hour flhaU 
Angela have been my bride; and now fare well. 

Lord Perf yj Muley and Saib I 

Both. My Lord! 

, .p?M. To yoijr charge! commit the. Earl; quit 
not this apartment, nor fufFer him for one moment 
from your fight. 

. Saw and Mcxi-fiY. My Lorc3, we (hall obey 
you.. .. , . 

, OsAi. [^ftde.'] If (he rcfufe roe ftill, the death of 
thisjherfavouritt— his death! Oh! through what 
bloody paths dp 1 wander in purfuit of happinefs 1 
Yes, I am guilty !— ^^aycn 1 how guilty 1 Yet 
lies the fault wiiii rpc ? DicJ my iown plcafurc 
jplant in my bofom ^ thcfe tcmpeftuous paflSon^ ? 

F No! 
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\ Uol .they were given me at tny birth; they were 
fucked in with my exiftence ! Nature formed me 
the iUve of wild defires ; and Fate, as (he frowrted 
upon my cradle, exclaimed, *• 1 <ioom this babe 
to be a villain and a wretch * !'*' 

{Exit, followed by Hafian and Alairic, 
who lock the door after fbmS\^ " 

Saib. Look, Mulejr, how bitterly he fmwn^I 
• Mule Y. Now he ftarts from the fopha!— ^^Fiith, 
he*s in a 'mbnftrous fury ! ' ' ' . 

Saib. That may well be r-r— ^When you meaft*ti]| 
take in other people, it certainly is prbvofcittg to 
be taken in yourfelf. ' ' .' ' 

Percy {^cifter loalking a few tiims with a difif^ 
dered air^ Juadenly flops. ^-^Hc is gone to Ai^ela ! 
Gone, perhaps, to renew that outrage wfiofe cbm- 
pletioi) my prefence alone prevented ! Helptefs' 
and unprotefted, with no friend bat itidocenc^^^ 
no advocates fave tears — how will (he now riepel 
his violence? ; j. .j , ».; ... 

MuLEY. Now he*s in a deep fturfy :— ^MSrry,' 
if he ftudies himfelf out of this Tower, he*s a cle- 
verer fellow than I take him for. ' ' 

Percy. Were I not Ofpiond's captive, all 
might yet be well. Summoning my vaffals, who 
by this time muft- be near at hand,' forcing the 
Gaftle, and tearing Angela from the arms of her 
tyrant Alas ! my captivity has rendered his' 

• Having had good opportunities of knowing how wonder- 
ful are'4b& talents for nnifiaterpretatioa pofieSed by certain 
perfoas, 1 think it necei&ry to obierve .tQiwy readers, that fhe 
foregoinp fpeech is not meant to contain a moral fe;inment, 
but to difplay the falfe reafoning 6f a guilty cortf6ienee.-^Tf I 
vere not to majce this cxplanatkm^ I ^ouM expd6b tb fee it 
fi€«rted ^hat the vvhoic Play was measi;: tQ uicoIgobo ^e do^tmie 
of Fatality. 

. : i plan 
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plan impra&lcable f Eternal cqrfes iipt)n Gilbtrr, 
who perfuaded me to adopt this artifice !— rCuffes 
on my own ra(h folly, which has thrown nm thus 

dcfeocelefa in the power of my foe ! r 

. Mv^Y* That's right. ! — Another ftamp or two, 

and the Tower comes rattling about our ears. 

^ . Pj?.«c Y, And ^re there then no hopes of liberty ? 

Saib. He fixes his^yes on us. 
. P^ACV. Might Jiot ihefe fellows — I can but try. 
TT-Now ftand my friend, thou mafter-key to,hu» 
man hearts I — Aid me, thou potent devil, gold !-— 
Ue^r me, my worthy friends! —Come nearer! 

^tB,His worthy friends! — Are wefuch,Muley? 

MuLEY. Yes, truly are we— -for friends in need 
^fe friepvls indeed :— Marry, if he were not in 
Qi^ed, be would call us his mortal foes. 
. Percy. My good fellows, you are charged 
>vah ,f difa^reeable office, and td obey a tyrant's 
mandates .cannot be pltafant to you ; there is 
ft>a)0tj|ing in your Ipoks which has prejudiced me 
too much in your favour to believe it poflible. 

Saib/ Nay, thcte certainly is fomething in our 
^ppearsMice highly pirepofleffing. 

Mule Y.. I And I knew that you muft admire 
the delijCacy of our complexions ! 
: P^RCY. The tinfture of your fkin, my good 
fellow, is of little confeqiience : Many a worthy 
heart beats within a dufky bofom, and I am con- 
vinced that fuch ;an heart inhabits yours ; for 
your looks tell me that you feel for, and are 
anxious to relieve, mjr. fufFerings.— Sec you this 
piH'fe, my frict)d«.?w . . , . . ♦ 

MuLEY. It's too far off, and Fm (hort« lighted* 

—If you'll put it a little nearer 

• Pe]w:y. Reftorc- m^ ta liberty ! — and not this 
purfe alone, but ten times its value (hall be yours. 
Fa Saib. 
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Saw, Toliherty ?• -"-oi ' • ^-^t^r 

MuLEY. That purfe ? - ' i'' ^' '^* 

Saib. Mulcy ! ... / .o :•''' 1 

MuLEY. Saib! * ^- Tt;^-!' 

Percy, [afide?^ By all my hopes, they ht!^}^^^^ 
fitatej— You well know, that my wealth mH 
power arc equal, not to fay fupcrior, to E^l Ofe 
mond*s: Releafe* me* from my dimgccBv- <atid 
(hare that power and wealth !— On theevem^of i- 
to*day depends my life's future fcappinefs, na^ 
perhaps my life itfelf: Judge then, if you ^flift' * 
me,, how great will be the fervice rendered me, ankt 
believe that your reward (hall equal my ctoligatioiil'' 
Saib. I know not what to anfwer. ' - a I 
MuLEY, In truth, my Lord, your <rfBbrs ara^* 
fo generous, and that purfe ie fo teeipiing-^— -Saibyi - - 
what fay you ? — [winking to bim.'j » i /i! 

Saib. The Earl fpeaks fo well, ^nd promifi^^ 
fo largely, that I own I'm ftrangely tempted — *''''^ 
MuLEY. Look you> Saib ; wiil.you ftand ijj^ 
me? « •': 'J' 'b.'- 

V Sai3.[^//^^ a mementos th^bii] -i-will 1^ . ' -^ 

MuhEY. There's my hand then ^t-My Lord^ ^ : 
we are your fervants 1 'j - '••.* v^- ^ 

Percy. This is beyond my hopcs>l-^A tlmq^ • 
fand thanks, my worthy fellows !-— Be aflbred that- 
the performance of my promifes (hall foon follt*«r: 
the execution of yours. •-* 

Saib. Of that we make no doubt. - •. i .•- 

Percy. You agree then to releafe me ? 
McLEY. 'Tis impoffibl«« to^do atherwife;^ fo^' 
} feel that pity, generofity, and every moral fccU'^ 
ing command me ro trouble your Lordflhip for ' 
that purfe. t , . . ..^ 

Percy. There it k l-^-^^—And now unlock^ 
the door ! - > 
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MuLBY IchinJ^g the purfeJ] Mm tt is !— Att^ 
ROW rm obliged to you. As ibr your promifes, itlj^ 
Liord, pray don't trouble yourfelf to rfcmetftbc^c 
thcm^ as I Iha'n't trouble myfelf to rgmember 
miDC* ' , ' ' . 

Rercv Iftarting.'] Ha !— What mean you ? '■ ■ 

Saib [^«ft^.}.Eari, that we aitc faithful ! ' ; 

McxEY* i wonder you didn't read that too ia T 
our^miable looks ! 

^xr^yI. What I Will you not keep y6ur ;^ 
wond'i "'•".■•» 

"S^wuzii. In good trtith. No ; wa iftciin to keep 
nothing~except the purfe. 

Percy. Perfidbus villains ! 

Saib. Ytou tniftake us^ Sir ;-^we cartnot be vil-' 
lainsv for I^ you knowj am your Lordfhit)'s *• wdty 
thy friend!" ^,- 

MuLEY^ And I your l^ordftiip's unworthy pen-^ 
fioner ! . . 

PjtRdy. Confufion !— -To be made the jeft of ' 
fuch rafcals ! 

Sai B. Earl Percy, we are none !— but we (hould 
havpbeen, could yoiir gold have bribed us to be- 
tray bur mafter. We have but done our duty — ^yoa , ': 
have but gained your juft reward ; for they who 
feek to deceive others, (hould ever be deceived 
theruiclves. ^ 

Percy. Silence, fellow ! — Leave me to my 
thoughts \-^[tbrowing bimfe^ fajjionately upon ibi 
couch. y 

MvhZY. Oh ! with all our hearts ! We alk 
no better. 

Saib. Mulcy, we fhare that purfe ? 

MuLEY. Undoubtedly : Sit down, and ^exa- 
mine its contents. — [They feat ihmfdves eti the 
fioor in the front ofthffiage^ 

P£RCY# 
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Percy. How iipfprtuQate» Hiat tfe oaly meiic 
of thefc Yillains (bould be fidelity It^^No hope novf 
is left ! Angela is lofty and with berfkiy happinefs ! 

Chor u 8 of Voic e s [jinging withcuf^ . .. „ :. 
, *' Sing Me/jpi-oh I Oh ! M^en-Ec r .^ 

MirtBT. Hark !-.-What's that? . . >s . 
r Sa I B • ril fee. ([iKRapn/zi^j' i^^. /i&^ . lo^J*^ 

This window is fo high 

- Mui^ET. H«rc^ fajcre ! , Tale this cbair.-^^Saib 
places the chair upon the table, and thus lifts bim^^ 
U a kvei ^itb tbt window y which be spe$a.y*^ 

SONG 4NJ5> CHORUS- 
MoTiBr [Jngh^^vhU/Mik^ Si6ep|FOii|ftr wakeyou^LadylN^tf 

Motley. — — — NOw is the fitteft time for fli^t. ^ ^ 
Chorus. — — r^. . . Sing Megenro)! i Oh! Mecje^-icf 
Marx^EY. — —.**- KiioW)frofn)(oartyraiitfatli«r^ponrer 
Beneath the windaw of your tower 
A boat pow waits to fet you free : 
Sing Mcgen-oh ! Oh 1 Megep-E? ^ 
Chorus. — — — Sing Megcn-oh ! Oh ! Megen-Ee ! 

PfiKcx-^fte?^ hss balf-raifcd himfelf fmniyibe 
€ou£b during the latHr part of the SQng, and lifiemi 
attentively \ — Surely I kaow that voi€c }. 

MuLiiY. Now, what's the matter ? 

Saib. a boat lies at the foot of the tower, and 
£hc!fifliermcn fing while they djaw their qets. 
.. Percy, i could not be miftaken :--it was Gil- 
bert ! . ' 
.. Saw., Hark I They begin again 1 — »*- 

Skcomp Stakza, ' , '* 

U[pTt»ET« — Thojjgh d^p the ftream, though high thcfcaU, 
. . HORUs. •;— Sing Megen-ohJ Oh! Mcgen-Eci 
rloTLEY. — The danger, truil me. Lore, Is fmall : 
Jhorus.. — Sing Megcn-oh ! Oh I M^cn-£«i 

f I >. ' MOTLBT. 
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My arjne to catch you fcall he fprcad 9 
And -far from hence yoq foon (Iiall be, 
• ' Siog Megen-oh T Oh! Megen-Ee I 
Chorvs* *-^ Sing Megen-bK! X))ii ^g^Q*£c! ^ 

pERCYt 1 uhderftafid him ! — He bids me 
Yet the. danger— What courfe fliall I purfue ? 

MciiEy. Pr^ythee, conac down, Saib ; Hong to 
divide the purfe ■ 

Saib, Stay a momi^nt : one .more (laoza^ and 
Vtn wich you. Now, filence 



you. iNow, iiience ! 

Third Stanza. 



\ 



MoTtBTjt --• Fair Emma hofbed her heart'is alarmi 1 
Chorus. — Siiig Mc^cn-oh ! Oh! Me;g^.£el 
Motley. — She fpranff into her Lover*8 arm3 ; 
Chorus. — Sing Megcn-ob'"l Oh ! Megcn-Ee! 
Motley.' — • Unhurt.flie feH; tb<n fwift its way 
' The boat purfiied without delay, 
While Emma placed on Edgar's knee 

Sang *«^Mcgen.oh ! Oh ! Megcn-Ee !'* ' 
Chor:Vs-. -^ Sing Mcgen-oh ! Oh I Mcgen-Ec J 

^ MuLBY. Will you never quit that window ? 

SjiiB [Jbutting ity' arid defcendingj] Here I am, 
and now for the pOrfel — ^ — [5^*47 refume ihtir Jtats 
upon the ground \ Saib opens the purfe ^ and begins^ 
tq reckon the gold:'] — - — 

PjERc\. Yes, I muft brave the danger— I will 
feign to fleep ; and when n)y gaolers are off their 
guard, thea aid me, bleft Providence U^[exiiend^ 
ing himf elf upon the ioucb.l 

Smb. HdH, Muley !— What if, inftead of 
fliaring the purfe, we throw for its contents ? Here 
are dice,- . ^ , 

Muley. With all my heart: — And lodk ! to 
pafs our xxxnt tlie belter, here's a boqtk of the b^ 
fack in xh^ Earfs celfar. ,: . 

SAiBr 
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Saib. Good I Good !-— *And now, be this^aagef 
•the ftakc !— But, firft, what h our prifohcr doinj^^^ 

MutET. Oh! He Heeps: Mind him not.^ 
Come, come— Throw! - \ > : 

Saib. Here goes — Nine !— — Now to you. 
' MiTLEY. Nine too !— Double the ftakci'f;^^ 

Saib. Agreed! and the throw ii mine.— HSfK( 
What noife ? — [During this dialogUBy ^xcfbai'^dp^ 
proacbid the table in filente ; at the nomeitt tVat be, 
prepares to mount it^ Saib looks rounds and Vcxcfl^^- 
tily throws bimfelfback upon the couch.'] 

Mule Y. Oh ! — ^Nothing, nothing ! 

Saib. Methought I heard the Earl- 

MuLEY. Mere fancy I — You fee he is llee^il^; 
foundly. Come, come — ^Throw ! . 

Saib. There then — ^Eleven ! 
. MuLEY. That*s bad — ^Huzza!— ^Sixcs ! 

Saib. Plague on your fortune ! — Come^ Pop-- 
ble or quits ! 

MuLEY. Be it fo, and I throw* — ^Zounds I 
Only Five ! 

Saib. Then I think this hit muft be mine^ 
Aces, by heavens ! 

MifLEY. Hal Ha! Ha! Ygur health, 
friend ! 

Percy — [who has again reached the table , 

mounted the chair ^ and^ opening the windotVt now 

Jlands at it^ and Jigns to the men hehw^-^^T\it^ fee 

me, and extend a cloth beneath the window I— 

*ris a fearful height 1 

Saib. Do you mean to empty the bottle ? — 
Come, come— Give it me. 

MuLEY. Take it, blupder-head !- 
drinksJ] 

Perot. They encounage me to venture !— 

Now then, or never ! — [Aloud.'] Angels of blifs, 

4 prote^ 
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|)rote<9: mq !— [H? /fo-^wv himfelf fim^ tbt\\wln^ 

MuLEY /7W Saib — [Jl^rfing M the no^.^ 
Hell %nd juries ! 

SAiB-rr?£^^^j rf(?w» the hottk^ 4nd cUmbs t0'jhe 
^n(kw bajltly^ wHUyixxXvj remains Mem in an at'- 
iUyaeef JuYfrize.'\'-^l^iQ2i^tdi\ Efcaped! 
• ;Pje.Rcy, Motley, &g. \^wthota} — ^ Huzza I 
hi|^?;z^ I huzza ! 

* This inctdent has been cried out againft by many people^ 
as beiag'improI)^le| and feme have gone fdfar as tovteim 
it wapoffibk. To this I can only anwer, with Alice in'the 
"Fm A& — " I never faid it was poffible, I only fay it's true !". 
—•This incident was fumifhcd me by the German Hiftory, ia 
which it appears, that a certain Landlgrave of Thuringia, being 
condemned to death, -n^^k his. efcape by taking fo defpeiialie a- 
leap f;r9m tlie window of his prifon, that he was afterw^ds 
kfiown throughout Germany by the name of * Ludwig the. 
Springer.' — Th^rc is a German Play on this fubjeft, whence I 
borrowed the idea p{ laaki^g the gaolers play- at dice ; and ^fot« 
ley's Song bears fome refemblance to an incident in Richiii4 
CoBur-de-Lion. 



END fl/>i&^ SECOND ACT. 
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ACT IIL 

SCENE !.— y/ Fiew of the River Conway, tuitb^t 
Fljherman's HuL^Sun-Jet, 

■I 

EnUr Kllau and 'EoKiC. 

Allan. * « 

STlLt- they cx)me not !— I>w, dear, &i\Hhej 
come not !— Ah ! thefe tumults are too ixMSoh 
for my old body to bear, > j- ^ 

EdRic. Then you fhould have k^pt your old 
body at home, 'Tis a fine thirig truly for a man of 
yovir age to be galloping about th^ country 'aftet 
a girl^ who, by your own account, b n^itboc your 
chicle nof child ! 

AllAn. Ah! She was mofe to me! She was 
my all,Edric, my all! — How could T bear my bocfiQ 
when it no longer was the home of Angela i i How 
could I reft in my cottagd at night wkea-ohcr 
fweet lips had not killed me— and roiirmuMd, 
«< Father^ fleep well!'*— She is fo good ! Ib:gen- 
tle ! — IwaS fick dnce, fick almoft to death 1 Jkn- 
gela was then my nurfe and comforter : She 
watched me when I ilept, and cheered me when 
I woke: She rejoiced when 1 grew better^* aiKl 
when I grew worfe, no medicine gave me eafe>like 
the tears of pity which fell on my burning cheeks 
from the eyes of my darling t 

Edric. Tears of pity indeed 1 A little rhobarb 
would have done you more good by half*— But 
our people ftay a long time : Perhaps Modey has 
been difcovered and feized ; if fo, be will lofe his 
lifii^ die Earl his freedom, Angela her lover, and, 

what^« 
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what's worft of all, I (hall iofe my boat ! I wiflif 
hadn't lent it, for I doubt that Motley's fchemc has 
failed. . 

Allan. I hope hot — Oh LI hope not !r-^hould 
Percy remain a captive, Angela will be left un- 
iproteifted in your wicked Lord's power— ^Qh t 
that will break my poor old wife's heart for certain! 

Edric* And if it (hould break it, a mighty 
mififortUHe truly ! -^Zounds, Mafter Allan, any wife 
is at beft a bad thing : a poor one; makes ^matters 
get jyorfe; but when (he's old, Lord! 'tis the 
Very devil ! . 

Allan. Hark ! Hark ! Do you hear F-^Tis 
the found of oars4— They are our friends ! — Oh ! 
Heaven be thanked I the Earl is with them. 

[^ l^oai appears with Percy, Motley, and 
Joldiep^^difgui/edasfijbermen. They land.'] 

iT^B^cY^^lfprmging onjbore.'] — Once more then 
4 breatbi^ the air of liberty 1— Worthy Gilbert, 
what words can ftjfEce to thank you ? 

MoTt»y. None— therefore do not wafte your 

rfice&th in«l]e attempt. You are fafe, thanks to 

Sk: Peteraod the Blanket ! ^nd your Lady's deli- 

^vera^ce now demands all ' your thoughts.*--Ha I 

who is that with Edric ? 

^ PfincY. Allan^ by all my hopes !— Welcome, 
i#elc<»tne^ good old man !-— Say, came my vaffafe 
^ith ytm ? 

Allan. Three hundred choien men are witMn 
liie (bund of your bugle. They fcarce gave mc 
time to fignify your orders ere they fat in their . 
faddlcs; and as I would needs come with them. 
Heaven forgive them for it I they put me on an 
bard- trotting horfe 1— Marry^he Ihook me rarely | 
liehas almott broken my old bones : — But that mat- 
ferf little ; my. htert would have been broken had 
^' . GrsL Ift^id 
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I ftatd:bebind.-^But now, my Lord, tell .mc of 
Angela. Is (he well ? Did you fpeak to her ? and 
fpeaks (he fometimes of me ? 

Percy. She is well, my old friend, and I have 
fpoken CO her— though but fbr a moment* Scarce 
had I time to confcfs to her my rank, when Kenmv 
whofe fufpicious eye had penetrated my ditguife^ 
forced me from her prefcuce. But be comfoftcd^ 
good Allan 1 Should other means fail» I will this, 
very night attack the Caille, and ix>mpei Ofnotond 
to refign his prey. . .^ ' 

Allan. Heaven grant tliat you may.fuccccd I-**** 
Let me but once fee Angela your bride ! Li^me 
but once hear her fay thcfwect words, ** AUan^fl 
am happy I'Vthen I and. my old wife will feet 
our graves; lay us down, and die with pleafure ! 

MoTi.*^ Die with pleafure, you (illy dd man I 
you (hall do nothing fo ridiculous : You (ball live* 
a great many years ; and, inftead of lying down in 
your grave, we'll tuck you up warm with your old 
wife in the befl: down-bed of Alawic Caftic* — Bat- 
now let us talk of our atfairs^ which, if I miftake 
not, are in the high road to fuccefs. . 

Percy. How ? Has any intelligence reach^ 
you of your ally, the Friar ? 

MoTL, You have gueflfed it. As jt.pa(&d be- 
neath his window, the pious porpus contrived tp 
drop this letter into the boat. Its contents muft 
^needs be of confequence ; for 1 aflbre you it 
comes from one of the greateft men in England. 
Pray .examine, it, my Lord! 1 never can read 
when the windVcafterly, 

Perot. I belicvei Gilbert, were it northerly 
you would be no jot- the wifer : I remcmfeer that 
many a found ilick did our pref^apiojc break up- 
on your back in vain ; and before yi)M bad jcara- 

ed 
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ed to fpdl, yoiir fchooling had coft my father a 
foreft. , • 

MoTL. [while Percy re^ids.'] Nay^ if learning 
could have been beacen into me, by this time I 
ftiould be a prodigious fcholar 1— To.do him jus- 
tice, Fathef Benjamin had a moft inftruftive jirk 
with- bis arm, and frequently ufed arguments fo 
fdrcible when pointing out my faults, that many a 
time and oft has he brought tears into mj^ eyes : 
Then I generally felt fo penitent, and fo low, that 
I was obliged to fteal his brandy- bottlp in (^^der to 
re€OYer riyy fpirits. — Well, Sir, what fays the letter ? 

Percy. Liften»-~*' I have recognifed you ia 
f]f)ite of your difguife, and- feize the opportunity to 
advife your exerting yourfelf foleiy to obtain Earl 
Percy's iiberiy. Heed not Angela : I have furc 
and eafy means for procuring her efcape ; and be- 
fore the clock ftrikes two, you may exped: mc 
with her at the fiQierman*s hut. Farewell, and rely 
upon Father Philip*''— —Now, Gilbert, what fay 
ymi'? May the monk's fidelity be triiffed?" 

MoTL. Hisfidelity may undoubtedly ; butwhe* 
ther his fuccefs will equal his good intjentions is a 
pbittt.%vhich time alone can decide. Should it 
not-— — • 

' - Percy. Then with my faithful vaffals will I 
ftotm the Caftleto-mori'ow. 

Ai t All. Whats ftorm the Cattle ? — ^Oh ! no, no ! 
My darling never faw a bird die but (he wept ; then 
how will 4lie bear to look on when men peri (h ? 

PbrcV. Be affpred, <Ad man, that nothing fave 
invincible neceffity Ihall induce me to bathe my 
hands in the blood of my .fellow-crcatures.-^But 
where ate my followers? 

Allan. ^Fearing left their ntwnbers fliouldex* 

ct«€ fufpiciiqn, I lefe them concealed in yonder wood. 

1 Percy. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



46 THE CASTLE SPECTRE: 

PsRcy. Goide me to them. Edric, for this night 
I muft rcqneft the (belter of yoiir hut. ; 

IEbric. Willingly, my Lord ! But my cottage 
ta fo humble^ your treatment fo wretched 

Perct. Silence^ my good fellow! The hut, 
where good-will reiides, is to me more welcome 
than a palace, and no food can be fo fweet as that 
'which is feafoned with fmiles— You give me your 
\}eft ; a monarch could give no more, and it hap-* 
pens not (^ten that men ever give (b much. Now 

£irewell for an hour ^Allan, lead on ! 

[Exeunt Vercy^ Allan, £d*r. 

Manent Motley Mi £i>Ric« 

MoTL. And in the mean-while, friend Edric^ 
V\\ lend you an hand in preparing fupper. 

Edric. Truly the tafk won't give you much 
trouble, for times have gone hard with me of late. 
Our prefent Lord fees no company, gives no entei;* 
uinments, and thus I fell no fifii. Things wetit 
better while Earl Reginald lived! 

MoTL* What ! you remember him ? 

Edric. Never (hall I forget him, or his fjveet 
Lady ! Why, I very believe, they poflefled all tie 
cardinal virtues ! — So pious, fo generous, fo mild ! 
fo kind to the poor, and fo fond of filh I 

MoTL. Fond of fifli ! — One of the cardinal vir* 
tues, of which I never heard before I 

Hdric. But thefe thoughts make me fad. Come, 
Mailer Motley ; your Lord's fupper ftiU fwims in 
the river :— if youMl help to axch it, why dojG?» 
^nd thank you heartily. Can you filh ? 

MoTL. Can I ? Who in this world cannot ?-^ 

rilaffure you, friend Edric^ there is no prpfeifion 

mor? univerfal than yo^irs j we all fpread our tM% 

3 x^ 
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to d^tch fotnettiing ot 6ther— and ilasi when 'oh?, 
jtained, it feldom proves worth the trouble of tak- 
iftg. The Coquette fifhes for hearts which arc 
worthlefs ; the Courtier, for titles which arc ab- 
furd * ; and the Poet, for compliments which are 
empty.-— ph ! happy are they in this world of dif- 
appointments, who throw out no nets fave fifliing 
•nes.. [Exeunu 

. . ?>C^^El\.--ne CaJtle^HaU. 

Enter Kenric. 

ICj^KRic. Yonder he ftalks, and feems buried 
in bimfelf !i*— Now then to attack him while my late 
fervice is ftill frefli upon his memory^ Should he 
rejed: my petition pofitively, he (hall have good 
caufe to repent his ingratitude* Percy is in the 
neighbourhood i and that fecret, known only to 
myfelf, will f^rely— — But, filence !— Look where 
he comes ! 

Efiter OsMOi«D, 

OsM. 1% (tall not be ! Away with thefe fore- 
boding terrors, which weigh down my heart !•— 
Does not all fmile upon my fortunes? My rival 
wears my chains ; he cannot wreft her from rhe, 
and with to-morrow*3 dawn Angela (hall be mine. 
Bound then high, my heart ! Pleafure, fweet gueft, 
fo long a ftranger. Oh ! to my bofom welcome 

* On the fkrcngth of this fitiglc fcfttence, itwai boldly af^ 
ftrt^ on the morning aftet tl^ firft performance* ttiat %}a 
whole Play Wa« written to fupport the Caufe ot Equality ^. and, 
that I faid in it, all diftin£iions of rank ought to he aholiflied^ 
and thought it t:attmt\j wrotiff for any perfons ta accept 
tftUal to make tlie thing complete, the affertort AoqU have 
added* that I thought k extremely m;mg for any per&M ta 
, pay compliments^ or poilefs hearts f 

once 
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oric^ more.'! — I will forget the ptft,.I wUl t'^j^y 
the prefent, and make thofe raptuses again tBi^e» 
V. hich-r-— Ah ! no, no, no t— ?Confcicnce; ibat fb^ 
penr^ winds her folds round the cup of . my "bBf^ 
and^ere my lips can reach it, her venom- ismmgi^ed 
with the draught. - » »- '* 

KtNR. How profound the gloom whic[h'^^^ 
fcures his brow ! — How fixed, how hopelefe^Wrfil 
his dark eye- ball I— Obi dreadful is the vilk&i*s 
look, when he ponders on coihmitted crimdi f • 

OsM. Evening approaches fafl:-—[^r«w/i»f i»M^' 
di:d opening the tuinJow.] Already the air bre^hiji^ 
cooler, and the beams of the fetting Aiti fpwkJe' 
on the waters of Conway. Pigw fair, bdW erasiicj^il 
all without 1 .How<iark, how comfortlefe all widi- 
in ! — Hark ! the found of mufic L— ^Thc pea^ftn^sj ' 
are returning from labour : they? mave w«h ^eif 
and carelefs (leps^ caroHiAg as they go fome ruftie' 
ditty ; and will p^fs the night-in r^ for they hivi?'' 
paired the day in innocence! ^ . ,: .•. .* 

'V 

Cho&us {Kvkbout,'] Pleaied the toils of d^yto leavc^ 

, . Home we hafte with foot-fteps light; 

Oh! .how gay the cMtcrt eic T ^ 
Oh 1 how caUn thc.aitter*E nighty j . •' 
J .-.. ... v, • 

OsM. [cloftngtbe window with tw^wc^^J-^-Ci^jfis*. .. ' 
upon them — I will look, I will liftea no morcjl^i,,; 
iicken at the fight of happincft, which I nevqC:.;- 
more muft enjoy ; I hate the pofleffors of hearts.uri^ 
tainted^ — hate, for I envy I — Oh I fly from my eyes^ - 
bright Day !' Speed thy pace, Darknefsl tho^arc- . 
my Lov^1 Hafte to unfold thy fable mantle^ -aad 
robe the world in the colour of my foul ! \ . 
KxNR. Now then to accoft him-r-Yet Ltr^JDlel/ 
OtiA* Anguifh! ehdiefs, hopelefsanguiQiJr—Payr 
or night, na moment of reft~When I deep, dreams 

of 
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of ftraBge horror ftiU fright me from my couch! 
Whe^n I wake, I find in every objeft feme caufe for 
diftnift^-read the dreadcbarge in every eye, <* Thou 
^ a. murderer r*«r-and tremble left the agents of 
fliy guik (hould work its punifhmenr. — And fw 
ivbefe be walks> the cliief objed: of my fears !«^H^ 
iball not be fo long ! — ^His anxiety to leave me, hi$ 
latfS myfterions threat«-^^-«-^No, no! 1 will not liv^ 
19 fear<— -nrSoft ! — he advances ! 
Kenr. So melancholyf n^y Lord ? 
0^if» Ave, Kenric, and muft be fo, till Angela 
is, mine. jCnow that even noiv (be extorted froq^ 
j^e a prooaife, that till to-morrow I Would leavQ 
)>^.iVi|iioleficd« 
; ICnnE. Sut till tOHBdrrow ^ 
OsM. But till to-morrow ?-^Oh ! in that little, 
fpac^ a lover's eye views myriads of dangers !— Y^; 
thiok now goodKenrki that your hue ferv^ic^s are^ 
ut^/vsdued by. me, or th^t J hayeiorgotten thofe 
for which I have been long your debtor; When^ 
bewildered by hatred of Reginald, and grief for 
Evelina's lofs, my dag^^ was pUcfd on the throat 
of their infant, your hand arretted the bio v^-s- Judge 
then how grateful J muft feel when I behold in 
Angc^lft her« mother's livipg counterpart-^ behold 
h^r fuch as when, (hielding wkh J)jgr bpdy tier fallen 
huiband, l^velina received that dagger in her breaft 
xvhich Taimcd at the heart of Reginald !-tr Worthy 
Kenric, how c^n I repay your fer vices 1 

Krnr. Thefe you auy cafiiy.-^--But what. Earl 
Ofmond, what can repay me. for the facri|jcp o^ 
'my innocence } — I was viftuous till you bade qjie 
be guilty^ — ipy band^ were pare till you yaug^t me 
to ftain them with blood— you paiiited in ftwng, 
colouriB tb( (hanje of fervitud^ — ^you procnife4.frce.' 
4qi]D^ riches, indppencknce — yovtvaAquiPsed the 
' ' _ H refiftancc 
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re(i(lance of my better Angel, and nevef fince have 
I kiiowii one motnent of reft I 

Osrf. Good Kenric— - 

Kbnr. Atl here reminds me of my giiilt-^eKrery 
cbjed recalls to me Reginald and bis murdered - 
Lady l^^LeC me then claim that independeoot fo 
long promsfedy and feek for peace in fottne other 
eKmate, fince memory forbids me to tafte it in this. 

OsM. Kenric, ere named, yoTir wi(h was graatcd. 
In a far djftan^ conncrya retreat is already pre^ 
pdfed for you : there may you hiifti thofc dao^urs 
of confcience, which muft reach me, I fear^ cVn rn, 
the arms of Angela.-^ Yet do not leave mc till fhe 
is my bride— Stay yet a week in Conway Caftle ; 
and then, though 'itwiU-coft me many a pang, 
Kenric, you fliaU bid it a long adieu;<->-*Are yoia 
Contented? 

' Ksiia. [afe0€d.} My Lord !■■ G ratitude ! i ' i 
Amazement'^^^^'^'^^And I doubced— ^I Aifpeftt^d 
>*'■'■' O h ! my good Lord, how haire I wronged 
yoiif kindncfs-! . i 

- OsM. No more^-I- muft not hear you l^*^ 
[0^i*^hame! (hanae! that -ewr my foul (hould ' 
itoop to diflembling with my (lave I — Kenric, fare^ 
well!— i-Till Angela is mint, keep a ftrid eye oa 
Percy; and then-i-*— ' / 

^ Saib entsrs^ ahditdvances with apfrebenfim. 

OsM.. How now ?— -Why this? confufion ?• — 
Why do you tremble ? ■■ ■■■ - S peak ! i 

Saw. My Lord !-p-^he prifoner— ^ / 

OsM. Theprifoner?*-»Go on J goon ! 

Ski^A \kt$ieUr^.J Ti.\&<^^ rs^^ Lord, pardon ! 
Our ^rifoner has efcaped t 

Osw. Villain !~-^//^ ^hh ra^t be^ drains Sis 
.dagger, rndtufiktupon Sttib*^Keiiric haUhi^isarmJ\ 
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iKtifR. Hold! hold'l— -What would yduA>? 

OsM. tAii^l*^?.] Unhand me, or by Heav^ — 

Kekr. Away tawajrJ— ^Fly, fellow, fly and favc 
^6f!ffeff1 lE^ciiSBib. 

ll*E!iR* Ifile^ng Oftnond,] Confider, my Lord^^ 
ilaplf *twas not by his keeper's fault that— -<— 
; ^^OSivr. Ifttriwflf.'] What is't to- me by wbofe ? 
-J^4 iiot my rival fled ?*— Soon will Northumber- 
htdd's gaa*hds encircle my walls, and force frotn 
jtfife*- — Yet that by Heaven tfccy (hall not ! No ! 
4R«fhep ih^n refign Iter, my OwA.band (hall giTe this 
Caftfe a prey ta flames r then plunging with An- 
gela into the blazing giilph, I'll leave tbcfe niins 
t6^H\\ poftferity ' how defperate was my love, and 
hAM^d^eadful my revenge !— [(jWi/^, be ftopSyOHd 
tttrns t0 Kenric.]— And you, who dared to rofli 
ijetWceri nie and my refentment— you who could 
ft^ well fuccccd in faVing olhers-i^now look to your- 

Kbnr. Ha.! that look — that threat*— ^Yet kt 
feemed fo kind^ fo gratefirf !— — *Hc fmilcd too ! 
^-*-^h I there IS ever danger when a rillain fmalesL 

Sajb enters /of tly^ looking round him with caution, 

Saib. \in a lw> voice.'] Hiftl~Kenric! 

KjsnRv *ipw now ? — What brings— -^ — • 

Saib. Silence, and hear me! — You have faved my 
life, nor Veill I be ungrateful— Look ai this phial 1 

Kenr. Ha! did the Earl— — 

Saib. Eyenfo: a few drops of this liquor (Kould 
to-night have flavoured your wine — you would 
ricVer have drank again ! Mark me then — ^When I 
offer you a goblet at fupper, drop it as by accident, 
l^of this night T give you life : ufe it to quit the 
Caftip; for no longer than till to-morrow dare I 

Hz diibbey 
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4)ft>bty our lord's, cMmimi$^ I^ttscfodli «l^i]r 
j^qm^ooway^You bew.wttli yon a)y^tlttok$ 1 

Khmh. Can it be poffible ^ Is not all llib^ 

dreaai? -Viliain! villain i-rYes, yes, i ^nitft 

away ! — But tremble, traitor !~-A bolt, of whk^ 
you little think, bangs oy^r^ and (haU crodi yoftfc! 
. — The keys areftiil in my poffic(fiqn-*^Aiigeia ih^i 
be the partner of my flighit.-^My jmfoher too-^-rf* 
Yet hold I May not refentmem-— ^ouy not Regi* 
nald^s iixteen years aiptivity^^<-^Ob \ no 1 Angela 
fhall be my advocate } and, grateful for her owi^ ftxr 
her parentis life prefer ved^ (he caHj (he will Qbtm 
my pardon— -Y^c, (hould ihe fail, at leaft likiAl 
drag down Ofmond in my fall, aad fw^^ten dent^ 
bitter cup with vengeance ! . . [Exits 

SCENE lll^neCedar.rom^ iiHihfaUingDmiin 
the middle^ and a large antiqm U$4 1 on om SA is 

, jhe Portrait of a Lad^^pnipip etbirtbat of a J^r- 
rior armd. Both are at fuUMngth.-^jifter 4\p4ujlf^ 
the Female HortraitJUdes bacKand^9X^^ PhUi(& 
after looking in^ advances eauticufiy. » . . ^-^ 

F Pifii. [clofing the ^i^nnel.'] Thus iar 1 li^^ 
proceeded without danger, thouib hot without 
difficulty. Yon narrow paffage is by i^o m^eaOi^ 
calculated for perfons of my habit of body, JBy cpy 
Holidame, I begin to fufpeft that the fool isia 
the right! I certainly am growing irorpulent 4— r 
And now, hbw (hall I empl6y myfelt: 7— rSuirier that 
lam, why did I forget my bottle/of fack ?~»The 
tixnc will pafs tcdiou^y till Angela cotpes.f— An4,M 
complete the bufinefs, yonder is the bftunted Ora- 
tory. What if the ghoft Ihould pOp out on meJl 
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flMid^. ftridget; there would be a tfiteA^i^t'e! 

-^Ytt this is d fooUflb feaf :— ^Tis yet fcarcfe eigjhc 

'0\doic]c, araj your ghofts always keep late hours 5 

^-yetl don't like the idea of our being fuch hear 

MeighbouFai» If -Alice* fays true, the apparition juft 

-utri^f* lives next door to me; but the Lord forbid 

'Uhttf we ftundd ever be vifiting acquaintance ! -4*- 

•Wt)uld-I hadfomething to drive her out of, my 

head i J A* good book now, or a bottle offack, 

-^; Afjguftine, oracold venifon pafty, would be 

ifcoTPh it^ wdight in^ gbld t but in the chambers' of 

iKefeyotang girls 'one finds nothing good either tb 

tx&d^dntiki or eat. Now my laft patrondfsj the 

^B*onef8 G'Drcnch— f^Ah ! to hear the tatalogue 

olhel^ crimes was^ quite a pleafure, for flie alwaiyn 

confiified them over a fir-loin of beef, and,"inftcad 

of teUing % bead, fwallOwed a bumper !-r-Oh ! (he 

wa^ a' worthy foul !--^-But hark !— Angela comes. 

^i^m [wifiS^if^ J 'What,. Alice 1 — Alice, I fay ! 

' R PHiLr By St- DkVid, hh the Earl! I'll away 

latB BiSt 9^ Icsn {^^[Trying to open the door]'^l can't. 

find tl>e fpringi^-^Lord forgive me my fin^I^ — -^ 

Where can I hide myfelf ?— Ha! the bed !— Tis 

the very thing.*— [7'i6r«?w/ bimjelf into the bed^ and 

donctah himfelf under the clotbes\\ — Heaven grant 

Ihat it riiayn*t breakdown with me; for. Oh! 

ierhat a fell would be there, my countrymen ! — 

They come!-*- 

[Itbe door is unlocked.'] 

Enter OsMOUv^ Angela, W Alice. 

OsM. [enkrittg,'} You. have heard my will, Lady«' 
Till your hand is mine, you quit not this chamber.. 

Ako. If then it muft be fo, welcome my eternal 
prifon }— Yet ei«rnal it (hall not be ! — My hero, my 
^uardi«n-angel is at liberty! Soon (hail his horn 

make 
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mak« thefe hateful towers tf^mbfa, aMyoiiirfitfciai 
beexcbangedfor theftrmsof Perqr!" - ^ * * 
QsTM. Beware, beware, Ao^ela l-^Daifr Hot bd)^ 



" AwG. Before you f before the world !—h ttff afe 
tachment a difgrace? No? 'tis my pride ^ -for w 
^ ofej^a is deferving. Long ere 1 knew hicft> Percy** 
fame was dear to me. While I ftiU bdKeired hiifi tlW' 
peaiant Edwy, cAen, in his hearing, hav6 I ^ii#^ 
tipon Northumberland-s priife, and chid' bwfi thsS 
he fpoke of our Lord fo coldly ! Ah I Ikcte i*a^F 
tfcink that the mahthcn fcated befide mewas^e 
whom I envied for his power of doing gobd,'Wfc>m' 
I loved for exerting that po ^ fo hrgely f^^uc^c 
then', Earl Ofmond, on my arrival here ho^ dar^fi^ly 
Imuft have felt the contraft !-^Whac peafatJtnk'ffie^^ 
you his benefaftor ? What beggar haslieeii'^Wlfflii^ 
feirtcd by your bounty*?' what fick' matt ' p w r(*'yei ^ 
by your care ?— Your breaff is tmniovijd 1>Jf^Wi)e, 
your car is deaf to complaint, your doors are IkWeB^ 
againft ihc poor and wretched- Not fo' art? thci^iSP 
gf AlnwicCaftlc ; they are open as thfcirownei^s hear6- 
Alice. My hiir ftands on eriA to Keat'-fatitl^^ *^^" - 
OsM. Infusing girl !-%-T his t6 my face?' V ' * 
Ang. Nay, never bend your brows t-^Shifl't 
tfemble, becaufe you frown ? Shall my eyefmk;6c- 
caufe anger fiaOies from yours ?*^No ! that w^iuldf 
ill become the bride of Northumberland; V- '** 

Osji. Amaiemem! — Can this be the gerftltj- 
timid Angela ? ' : ^ "' * '■^' 

Ano. Wonder you that the worm (hotild torn 
when you trample it To cruefly ?i^^4Dh ! woncfcr h(cK^ 
mote: Ere he was iorh from me,.I cyirfkd Percf' 
ttr my' brea(f,' and tiiy heart caught a ft^tk tjf ^hfat" 
fHr*which flames in'his^mceafin^lfP' * ^ '"^' **^ 
^*''-- "' " ' ''5 ^ ' * ^ :*- Alice." 
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Aiic;£. Caup^ht fire» Lady !— Blefs me^ I hope 

OsM, Silence, old crone 1— I have, heard yoii 
caif^lf, Ju%thi naw. then bear ja^e* Twelve 
hours iOiali be allowed you to refled upoayof^' 
^uatioa: till that period iselapied^chis cbaail;^er 
fball be your prifon, and Alice, on whqfe fidelity 
J caij depciKi,your fok sitteodant.. ThU term ex- 
pired,, (houAd you ftiH fqed my hahd;, forp^ fhaU 
obtaiQ for me what lo^ye denies. Speak aot : I 
will hear nothing!— I fwear that ta,naorrow fees yo4 
mjiK^ or U43dont { and^ Skies, r^in curfeson qie if I 
k^p ikotmy oath !~iMafk that,. proud, girl! ipark- 
ijt,: and tremble I {J^* 

. F. F*»«»^ HQa,ven be praifod, he's gone ] ;. • 
.. A^a., Tramble, <iidiie.(ay ?— Alas I how quickly 
i^.my boafted cowage. vani(hed i — Ycjt I will nor 
4eCpair<i ..tlie^e is a Power in heayei||$ there is « 
Fercy o^ixartb.; on tbiW> will I rcjy to fave me. 

.Atics; The iirft naay. Lady; but fs to tbo 
ifipand* *bie*4l he lof ,po ufe, depend pn'c,. Now- 
might I advife, yoii'd accept, laj Lord's of-^t 
fer: /W4iac, o^ it whether the njan's name 
be 0(iiiqn4 or ^^<^^ An Earl's an j^l after all ; 
and though one may be fomcthing richer than 
tV)rliej i ; ■ *■ , .' 

. ANq.:,QbJ iilencft» Alice I*— ?nor aid my tyrwt't 
<ie£igns: rather iaftrutfl, me bow -to <x>4aQtera(fi 
thenu You-. have ioflAieiKC iatheCaftle; affift 
nai^ to. efcape, and be affurcd that Percy'^.gra* 

titude and generohty . ,,. 

^AiiKOi. i.hclp yoi^ to efcape! Not for the bcij 
£Qwn in your L^dyftiip's wardrobe!! treipble at; 
the .very . idea ^mj^ Lond/3 rage; and« befides, 
hadJv the wiUi Ifve Aot the powei^ K^nric keep^. 
the keys; we oould not pofibly quiit the Caftlo 

^..,: . without 
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without his knowledge ; and if the JEarl th^wtcfts 
to ufc force with you~Oh Gemini 1 what would 
he ufe with me. Lady ? 

• Ang. Threatens, Alice ! — I defpife his threats ! 
Ere it pillows Ofmond's head will I plunge this 
poniard in my bo(bni. 

Alice. Holy fathers!— A dagger ! 

A NO. Even now, as I wandered through the 
Armoury, my eye was attracted by its glitceririg 
handle.— Look, Alice ! it bears Ofmond's name i 
and the point——*. ^ 

Alice. Is rufty with blood If-^Takc it a«^ay> 
Lady I*— Take it away ! — I never fee blood withi 
out fainting ! 

A KG. [putting up th6 dag^rJ^ This weapon may 
render me good fcrvice. — But, ah ! what fer- 
vice has it rendered Ofmond !— *-Haply 'twas Thi$ 
very poniarH which drank his brother's blood— ^ 
or which pierced the fair brcaft of Evclma ^^Said 
you not, Alice, that this was her portrait ? 

Alice. I did. Lady; and the liken^ waa^ 
counted excellent. 

Ano. How fair ! — How beavcnJy i-^What 
fweetnefs, yet what dignity, in her blue, fpealu 
ing eyes! 

Alic£. No wonder that you admire hePj-Lady-j 
fhe was as- like you as one pea to ahoiher. But 
this morning you know I promifed to (how you 
her Oratory, and here Tve brought the key. — Shall 
I unlock the door? 

Ang. Do fo, good Alice ! — Haply for a mo^ 
ment it may abftraft my thoughts from my owxi 
forrows. 

F. Phil. [yibiU Alice unioch tbed^or] Will tbe 
old Woman never be gone ?^ dare not diiboKer 
myfelf in her preCence. ' i . . 

' Alice. 
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^ AlI<!E [having opened tU folding doors^ anOrc^oiy 
isjeen^ richly ornamented with carving and fmittid 
g^. ; Angela W Alice enter it\ This room has 
IWt-bica opened fincc my Lady's death, and, 
ercry thing remains as (he lefc'it* Looki feere is' 
Iwjr v^l — her prayer-book too, in wiiich fee was 
Miyiiag on the very night before (he quitted the 
Qk^^ never to return ! ^ 
\ .lijK Phil, roji out of all patience. 

Alice.' And that guitar !~Hdw often have I 
lii^Hxl her play upon that guiur 1 She would fit in 
y^^r window for hours, and ftill (he played stirs fo 
fed, {o fwcet— To be fure, (he had the fineft voice 
tbtf <iver-*Tn[I)«rf»g; tUsJ^ech Angela, ^mbo aijif^fi 
l0oks round pnih curiofity^ throws the "OeH carel^y 
.#Wr herface\ andy taking the guitar from- the tabk^ 
jtti^ii'few'O^ildandfMlancholy notes. Alicfe, 'O^hife 
^k is UjiOi^rdf ber^ turns hafiily round, fcteamsy 
4ind rufiates from the Oratory. Angela caffs the vdl 
, 0ufgtA^ ^on tJbe-taile, and follows her.'] 

Ang. What alarms you? 

Auc£. Js k you, Xady ? Let me die, if .1 
didn't take you for the ghoft ! — Your air, your 
•)ot)ki| your attitude, ail were fo like the decekfed 
CouiKdiiy that-** Well, well ! TU not enter that 
w^o^m again in an hurryV! I proteft, my hand trem- 
bles fo, that I can hardly turn the key !' 
. Ang. . How contagious is terror ! This filly 
woman's apprehenfions have fpread to my bofom, 
and fcarce can I look round without alarm. The 
^ftillnefs tQO of -evening — The wavering and myf- 
terious light which ftreams through thefe painted 
.*firindows~-Axwi, ihark ! ^Twas.the ihrick of the 
:fcrcech-©wl, which ncfts in the tower above t 

Alice [^having locked the .folding doors] Ah ! 

'twas a fad day for me, when I heard of the dear 

I Lady'f 
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Lady's lofs! Look at that bed^ Lady^^That 
very bed' was hers. 

F.Phil. Wasitfo? Oh! hoi 

AticB. How often have I fccn her fleeping 
in that bed — and, oh ! how like an angel ihe 
looked when fleeping ! I remember, t£at jvi(l 
after Earl Reginaldi-X)h ! Lord ! didn't focw- 
body (hake the curtain ? . / » 

Aug. Abfurd! Jt was the wind* . 

Alice* I declare it made me tremble I Well, 
as I was faying, I remember, juft after Earl Re|^« 
nald had fet out for the Scottifli wars, gom^ into 
her room one morning, and hearing bcr fob pwil 
bitterly. — So advancing to the bed-fide, as it n^igbt 
be thus — ** My Lady !" fays I, with a \wf cui?t- 
. fey, ** Isn't your Ladyfhip well ?''.^So, wiih 
"that, (he raifed her head flowly above thequilt, an^, 
giving me a mournful look — [Here^ un/een iy, A©- 

* gala, who is contemplating Reginald'^ portrait^ Fa- 
ther rbilip lifts up his bead ^ and giixjts a d^ep grom^ 

Alice. Jefu Maria 1 the devil 1 the d^yii !. the 

'devil*! [Exit. 

A NO. [turning round] How now ? [Father fhiUp 

• ^ifi^S f^^^ ^^^ ^^^ — ^^ ireaks und^ binti and 1^, rolls 
^at Angela'^ /<?^/.]--Good heavenj ! a ma^ .€Qp- 

cealed! — [Jttemp:ing to pqfs him^ he det(ii»s,her 
by her robeS] . 

F, Phil. Stay, daughter, (lay ! If you run, I 
can never overtake you ! 

Ang. Amazement ! Father Philip ! 

F. Phil. The very fame, and at prefent the 

* Thi« incidetif 18 borrowed from *' The MyfteHe* of Udol- 
pho,*' but employed very diflFerently, In the RiO^nance itbrtogs 
'forward a terrific fccne. In the Play it is intended to.producc 
an cfFci^ entirely ludicrous. 

I beft 
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beft friend that you have in the world. Daughter, 
f cadre to fave you. 

Ang. To fave me ? Speak ! Proceed ! 

F.Phil. Ohferve this pifture; it conceals a 
fpring, whofe fccret is unknown to all in the Caftlc 
except myfelf. Upon touching it, the panncl 
Aides back, and a winding pafiage opens into the 
marble hall. Thence we mull proceed to the 
vaulted veftibule ; a door is there concealed, fimi- 
lar to this; and, after threading the mazes of a 
fubterranean labyribth, we (ball find oiu-felves in 
'iafety att the outfidie, of the Caftle- walls. 

Ai?G..Oh! worthy, worthy Father ! quick let 
us haften ! Let us not lofe one motneot ! . 

R Phil. Hold ! hold ! Not fo faft. You for- 
gpj, that betweien the hall and veftibule we muft 
traverfe many chambers much frequented at this 
early hi^ir. Wait till the Caftle's . inhabitants are 
aftecp. Expeft me, without fail, at one ; keep 
ijp your fpirits, and doubt not of fuccefs* Now 
tben I muft away, left the Earl ftiould perceive 
• my abfence. 

Ang. Stay yet ofie moment. Tell me, does 

Percy 

— F. Rhil. I haveappriied him, that this night 
will reftore you to liberty, and he expefts you at 
the fiftierman's cottage. Now, then, fereweU, fair 
daughter ! 

Ang. Good Friar, till one, farewell ! 

lExU F. Philip through the Jlidingpannely 
cbfing ii after him^ 
' Ang. This is thy doings God of Juftice 1 Re- 
ceive my thanks. — Yes, Percy, we (hall meet once 
more— -(hall meet never, again to feparate 1 Thofe 
dircams fliall be. realized — thofe fmiling gold^sn 
iJreams which floated before us in AUan^s happy 

1 a cottage. 
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cotta^« Hand in hand (hall we wander togetftcr' 
through life— rpartners in pleafure-^partnert in 
woe— and when the night of our exifteoce arrtfes, 
one fpoc (hall receive our bodies's^^^Ae ftoaD (ball 
cover our grave.-rr.Allan too, and the worthy 
Maud l--rmy parents — ^my naorc than pareftts !-.^-*io^ 
fmooth the pillow of their ager-eto gild tbeir laft 
hours with fun-(hine ! That thought is heat«nv* 
So glorious are mj profpedv that they dazste m«r^ 
to look on, and fcarce can I believe them re^iy 
to exift.-~Oh ! gi^acious God ! (hould' my bnki^ 
be bewildered by fancy *^ (hould ) be now the fpdrt^' 
of fome deceitful dream, (eal up my eye^fore¥fl*j 
never let me wake again !**^i muft not exp^' 
the Friar before one#-^Till that bow arriveti, wUI^ 
I kneel at the feet of yonder Sainr^ dlere tell mf 
beads, and pray for morning ! "' 

EVSDoftke THIRP ACT,;,' 



A c T ly. 

SCENE L — ne C^l€.Hdl: fbi jLamfs m9 



Enter Father Phu^ip, 

Father PHiwr. 
^nniS near -midnight, ^nA the Jiarl Is already 
* retired to reft. What if I ventured now to 
jhe Lady's chamber ? Hafk ? I hear the foufia of 
footfteps I 

Znt^ Alice. 
F. Phil. How, Alice, is it you I 

Aljcj, 
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. Atrei. Sol So ! — ^Havc I found you atJkft, 
jfiiather ?— I have been in fearch of you thcfefou^ 
hours !^Oh ! Tve been fo frightened Imce I law 
j?SO«^ tbat I waader I keep my fenfes ! 

F.Phil. So do } ; for Vm fare they're noif 
Wprcb the trouble. And> pray^ what has alarmed 
}iou tbw? I warrant youVe taken an old doak 
pinoed againft die wall for a fpedre, or difcover^ 
ed tte devil in the (bape of a tabby^cat 

. A1.10B ila$king r^u^d in terror, "] For the bve of 
hcayen. Father^ don'c name the devil ! of, if you 
XA^Si i^\i0i him^ pfay mention the good gen* 
tleima m\h proper politenefs^ Pm futt^ for my 
owA parti i had always a great refpeft fot him, 
;ind if be bears me, I dare fay he'll own as m\rch« 

F« F«Hr* Refpeft for the devil, you wcked 
woman !-^for that perfidious fcrpent-— that crafty 
feducerfF— — 

Alicb.— Hulh I— Hulh !— Father, you make 
my teeth chatter with fright. For aught I knov 
he's within hearing, for he certainly haunts this 
Caftle in the form of my lane Lady. 

F, Phil. Form of a fiddlcftick Ii^Don't tel! 
$BC of your--r — 

Alice. Father, on the word of a virgin, I faw^ 
bim this very evening in Lady Angela's bed ! 

F. Pri|L» In Lady Angela's?— On my con-* 
fciehce, the devil has ?in excellent tafte ! But,, 
Alice! — Alice! — how dare you t^ot about the 
boufe at this time of nighti propEtgsring fh^h aboii 
minable felfehoods? — One comfort is, thmt nobody^ 
will believe you. Lady Angek's virtue is too 
well known, and I'm perfuaded (he woudn^ fuf- 
fer the devil to put a iingie ciaM^ into her bed for 
ih^univerfej '^ 

Alice. 
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AtiCB. How you run on ! — ^Lord Weft mc, 
(he wasn't in bed herfelf. 

F. Phil. Oh !— Was (he not ? 

Alice. No, to be fure : But you (hall hear how 
it happened. We were in the Cedar-room toge- 
ther ; and while we were talking of this and that. 
Lady Angela fuddenly gave a great fcream. I 
looked lound, and what (hould I fee but a tall 
figure all in white extended upon the bed ! At 
the fame time I heard a voice, which I knew to 
be the Countefs Evelinist's, pronounce in an hbU 
low tone — ** Alice ! -^ Alice ! — Alice ?** — three 
times. You may be certain that I was frightened 
cnoogh. I inftantly took to my heels ; and jiift as 
I got without fide of the door, I heard a loud cla[> 
of thunder, and the whole chamber (hctok as if 
tumbling into a thoufand pieces ! 

F. Phil. Well done, Alice! — A very good 
ftory, upon my word : It has but one fkulr— 'iTis 
not true. * . y 

Alice. Ods my life, Father, how can you t^ll 
any thing about it ? Sure 1 (liouldkhow'beft; foF 
I was* there, and you were not. I repeat it-^I 
heard the voice as plain as I hear yours: ^Do 
you think Tve no ears ? 

F. Phil. Oh ! far from it: I think yduVe un-r 
commonly good ones; for you net only hear what 
has been faid, but what has not. Mark ! — the 
clock ftrikes twelve :—*Tis late, and Tm ileepy, 
fo (hall bid you farewell for the prefent. As to 
this wonderful ftory of yours, Alice, I don*t be- 
lieve one word of it : Til be fworn that the voice 
was no more like your Lady*s than like mine' j 
and that the devil was no more iji tht bed than I 
was. Therefore, take my advice, fee your heart'ui: 
. . . \ reft, 
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tcft, and go quietly to your cliamberj as I aivi 
now going to mine.-^Good-night. . . 

Alici. Good-night? — Surely you'll not have 
the heart to leave me in this terrible fituation !— 
Suppofe Satan ftiould appear to me when I'm alone ! 
'^— Sinner that I am, I flbould certainly die of th« 
fright ! — Good Father, you are a prieft, and an 
holy man ; youf habit frightens the evil fpirit3, 
and they dare not come near you :?— Oh I if you 
will but fuffer me to pafs the night in your com- 
pany-^; 

F. Phil. Qh ! monftrous !-— Oh ! impudence 
u^iparalleled ! — You naughty, naughty woman, 
. what could put fuch thoughts in your head ? 
Alice. What's the matter now? 
F, Phil.. Does not my facred habit infpire you 
with awe ?— Does not the exemplary chaftity of 
my paft life warn you to coticeal fuch licentious 
defires ?— Pafs the night with me indeed ? — ^I'm 
ihocked at the very thought ! 

Alice. Xhe man's mad {-—Father, as I hope to 

Jbefave4 . 

. F. Phil. Nay !t — Come not near me!— ^OSer 
^ not to embrace me 1 

Alice. I embrace you?— Lord! Fellow, I 
wouldn't touch you for the univerfei 

F. Phil* Was it for this that you ftill flattered 
my perfon, and declared that nothing became . sv 
man more than a big belly ? — Was it for this that 
you drove to win my heart through the medium of 
my ftomach; that you ufed to come l^nguiftiing 
every day with fome liquoriCh di(h j and, while yOu 
fqueezed my left-hand tenderly, placed a. fack- 
poffet in the tight ? — Heavens 1 how deep-laid 
vere your plans of fedudion ! — But mark me, 
tempter : In vain has the foup been faUed, the 

ragout 
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ngout feafoned) and die pepper->box (haken ^i^ 
unrparin^ hand 1 My virtue is proof a^inft aU 
your cnlinaty (jpells ; tbe fairneis of my innocence 
is ftiil unblemiUied ; and in fpite of your luTcioUs 
Bem% and favoury haflies^ i retire like a (eoond St. 
Aotbooy^ viftorious from Temptation's lifts f ' 

Aticp. There, he's gone 1 — Dear ht^H 
Dear heart ! what fiiail I do now f^^^Th p^ 
tvelve o'clock, and ftay by myfclf I dare nor.-5^ 
ril cVn wake the laundry-maid, make her fit up lA 
my room all night ; and ^tis hard if two womeft 
aVt a match for the beft devil in CSirifteadonti. ' 

Enter Saib and Hassaw. 

Saib. The Earl then has fot^iven me !^4t 
inoment longer, and his pardon would iiave cohie 
too late. Had not Kenric held his handj by this 
time i (hould be at fupper with St. Peter. ' . 

Hass. Your folly well dcferved fuch a reward; 
Knowing the Earl's hafty nature, you fiiouM have 
fliunned him till the firft ftorm of pafllion was paft, 
and circumftances had again made your mifnfilrf 
needful. Anger then would have armed his iHtttd 
in vain ; for interefti the whiter-man's €odi would 
have blunted the point of his dagger. • 

Saib. I trufted that his graAtOde for my prift 
fervice s 

i Hass. European gratitude ?-— Seek conftaney 
in tbe winds — fire in ice — darkncfe m the blare 
of fun-(hine I — But feek not gratkude in the 
brcaft of ah European ! 

Saib. Then, why fo attached tp Ofoiond? 
For what do y«u value- hira ? 

Hass. 
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Has$. Not for his virtiacs, biit jTor his vices, 
Saib : Can there for mc be a greater canife to Jove 
him?—- Am I not branded with fcorn ?— Am I 
jnot marked out fpr difhonour ? — Was I not fre^ 
and am I not a Have ? — Was I not once belpvcd, 
and am I not now defpifed ? — What man, did I 
gender my fervice, would accept the negro's friend- 
ihip ? ^What woman, did I talk of afffeftion, would i 
not turn from the negro with difguft ?— Yet, in my 
Qwn dear land, my friendftiip was courted, my 
Jove was retunied. — I had parents, children, wife! 
-r- Bitter thought — in one moment all were loft to 
me !— Can I remember this, and hot hate thefe 
white men ? — Can I think how cruelly they have 
wronged me, and not rejoice when I fee them 
fulFer? — Attached toOfmond, fay you? Saib, I hate • 
him I Yet viewing him as an avenging Fiend fent 
hitherto torment his fellows', it glads me that he ' 
fills his office fo well ! — Oh ! 'tis a thought which 
1 would not barter for enipires,- to know that itt 
this world he makes othcrsiTuffer, and will fuffer 
himfelf for their tortures in the next ! 
. Saib. But fay, you be one of thofc whom he? 
caufes to fuffer, how then^ ? — Haffan, I will 
llecpno more in the Lion*? den! — My refolve 
is takep-^I will away from the Caftle, and feek in 
fome other fervice that fecurky 

OsM. [w;W»-]— iWhat — Hoa ! — Help !- 

Lights there ! — Lights 1— ^ . 

Hass, Hark ! — Surely 'twas the Earl ! 

- ^ Osmond' ri<pes in wildly. 

OsNf. Save me ! Save me I — They arc at 
hand 1 — Oh 1 let t^em not enter ! — \JSinks intv the 
arms of Sd\b.^ 

K Saib, 
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Saib. What can this mean?— See, bovjpifii 
eyes roll ! — How violently he trembles ! :' .~ 

Hass. Speak, my Lord — Do you not knoW us^ 

OsM. [recovering himjelf.'] — Ha! Whofcj vdici^ 
— Haflan's ?— And Saib too here ?— Oh I Wai 
it then but a dream? — Did I not hcar^thofe 

dreadful, thofe damning words Still, ftill they; 

ring in my ears. Haffan ! Haffan I Death niofll; 
be blifs,in flames or on the rack, compared tov^hki: 
I have this night fuffered ! 

Hass. Compofe yourfelf, my Lord : Can a 
mere dream unman you thus ? 

OsM. A mere dream, fay'ft thoti ? Hafl&S^ 
^twas a dream of fuch horror ! Did fuch drfeinis 
haunt my bittercft foe, I fhould wifti him no fe- 
vcrer punilhment. Mark you not, how the,agui^'of 
fear ftill makes my limbs tremble? Rolls not my' 
eye, as if ftill gazing on the Speftre ? Are not niy 
lips convulfed, as were they yet preft by thelciRi 
of corruption ? 'Oh ! *twas a fight, that might haVt; 
bleached joy's rofy check for ever, and' Urb^^ 
the fnows of age ujpqh youth's auburn ringlets^! 
Yet, away with thefe terrors! — Haffan, thou'&idft, 
'fwas but, a dream: I was deceiveci byfiliiy. 
Haflan, thou feidft true ; there is not, there cSh- 
not be, a world to come. : - 7 r 

Hass. My Lord ! ' ; * 

. OsM. Anfwer me not ! — Let me not Hear 
the damning truth !-^Tell v[i^ nor, that flamed' 
await me'!-^that for moments of blifs I muft en- 
dure long ages of torture !; — Plunge me rather in the 
thick eft gloom of Atheifrn I— Say, that with triy 
body muft perifti my foul !^ — For, oh ! (hould my 
fearfuLdream be prophetic !—— Hark, fellows !-^ 
Inftrumentsof my guilt, liften to my punilhmeiit? 
— Methought I wandered through thel6w*browed 

i caverns 
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^avcrns^ where repofe tfee reliques of my anceftoi's ! 
— My eye dwelt with awe on their »tomb$, witfr 
<iifauft on Mortality's furroun(j[ing emblems 1— 
Suddenly a female form glided along the vatUt : 
Ic was Angela! — She fmiled upon me, and beckr 
Ot:ied me to advance. I flew towards her -, my 
arms were already unclofed to clafp .her — when 
feddenly h(:r figure changed, her facd grew. pale, a 

ftrieani of blood gufbed from her bofom !> H af^^ 

fan, 'twas Evelina 1 i 

. Satb /?»^/ Hassan. Evelina! 

OsM. Such as when Ihe fank at my feet ex- " 
pirrip]^. while my hand grafped the dagger ftill 
crimfqned with her blood ! — " We meet aga^a 
this night i'* murmured her hollow voice ! ** No\ir 
mifh to my arms, but firft fee what you have mad<^ 
ijne !r^Embrace me, my bridegroom ! We muft 
ilj^ye^? part again I***— While fpeaking, her.forra 
withered away; the flcfli fell from her bones; 
her eyes burft from their focketSvC a fkeleipn, 
toathfonie and meagre^ clafped me in her .moiilc 
deringarms!-^--r- ^ 

Saib. Mod herriblc ! / 

pSM. Her infefted breath was mingled wich 
mine ; her rotting fingers preffed my hand, -and 
my face was covered with her kiffes !-^Oh ! then, 
riien how 1 trembled with djfguft! — And now bine 
difmal flames gleamed along the walls.^ the 
tombs were rent afunder^ bands of fierce fpec- 
tres ru(hed round . me in frantic dance !-^Fu- 
rioullyahey gnafhed their teeth while they gazed 
upon! me, and fhrieked ifi l©ud yeil — >'. Welcome, 
tWu fratricide {-—Welcome, thou lofti for ever !'* 
— Horror burft- the blinds of fleep; diftrafted I 
ijew hither ;— But my feeling^-«»-^ord« are too 
ve^ik^ toopowerleli to cxpreft tb?m. . . ^ 

. ^ •' K2 ' SaibI 
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Smb. My Lord, my Lord, this was no idH 
droun !— *Twasa ccleftial warning !-^*Twas,youf 
beuer Angel that whifpercd-—** Ofmond, repertt 
your former crimes !— Commit not new ones t**— # ' 
Remember, that this night ftiould Kenri c^ • 

OsM. Kcnric ?— Oh I fpeak ! Drank he the 
poifon ? 

. Saib. Obedient to your orders, I prelented it 
jAtfupper^ but ere the cup reached iiis lips, hit 
favourite dog fprang upon his arm, and the Uquot 
fell to the ground untafted. ' 
. OsM, Praifed be Heaven ! — Then my fo«! 
i$ lighter by a crime !— Ken ric (hair live, good 
Saib* What though he quit me,, and betray tny 
.fecrets ? Proofs be cannot bring againft m<f, and 
bare aflcrtions will not be believed. At word, 
ibould his tale be credited, long ere Vtrcy can 
wreft her from me, ftiall Angela be mine. Angc* 
. }a ! ■ M Oh ! At that name all again is calm in my 
]Mrfbm. Huibed by bier imag^ my tumultuous 
<paffions fink to red, and ^iiy terrors fubgda into 
th^ finglefcar, her lofs ! — I forget that I have 
waded to her arms through blood j'"forgetall fiive 
fay afFeftion an^ ^^^ beauty ! 
; iSaib* You forget too that her heart is ano- 
4hcr's? Oh! refled on your cpnduft while k is 
.^et time ; rcftore the poQr Angela to liber^^ | re- 
ilign her to her favoured lover^» 

OsM. Sooner will I refigh my life !*f^Fdlow, 
you know not what you fay : My heart jftrings 
, arc twifted rpund the maid ; ere I refign her, thofe 
firings wuft break. If Lexift to-morrow night, I 
•will pafs it in her arms^-^rlf I exifl;?— Ha ! -n 
Whence that doubt ? ** We meet again this nigh: I** 
.wrr-So faid the-^pcarel— ^Dreadful words, be ye 
biottpd from.my mind for ever !?-r-Haffari, toyowr 
. * :. vigilance 
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vipUi^tt I Icay^ the..ca|-e of my beloved. Fly to 
mc that iitftant, (hpuld any unbidden foot-ftep 
approach yon cjian;iber-door. ril to my coueh 
again. Follow- me, Saib, and w^tch me while I 
iieep^ Then, if you fee my liriibs cpnVOlfed, my 
teeth clenched) my hair briftliiig^ and col4;dj^w9 
trembling oa my broliv, feizc me !•— Roufe nie { 
«-^Sna^h me from my b^d !— I muft not dream 
ijgaim— Oh! feirhlcfs Sleep, why art thou 4oo 
leagued with my foes ? There wa$ a time, whea 
thy pretence brought oblivion to my forrows; 
^hen thy poppy- crown wi^s mingled with rofesi 
^— Now, Fear and Remorfe thy fad companions, I 
ihudder to fee thee approach my couch !— Blood 
trickles from thy garments^ ; fnakes writhe around 
thy brows : thy hand holds the well-known fa- 
tal dagger, and plunges it ftill reeking in my bread ! 
♦^Then do I (hriek in agony ; then' do I ftart 
diftrafted from thy arms 1— Oh 1 how 1 hate thet'. 
Sleep ! — Friend of Virtue, oh ! how I dread thy 
jcpming*! , lExennf. 

Hass.. [^/?»<?.]-^Yes, thou art fweet, Ven- 
geance ! — Oh ! how it joys me when the white 
man fufFers ! — Yet weak are his pangs, compar- 
ed tO'i,hofe J felt when jiorn from thy (hores, 
O native Africa ! — from thy bofom, my faithful 
San>ba.!-r-Ah ! dpft thou ftill cxift, my wife?-^ 
Has forrow for my lofs traeed thy fmooth brow 
with wrinkles ^— My boy too, whom on that morn-» 

* This fcenc will doubtlefa h^ve reminded the Reader of 
Chrenc^s Dream^ Bjcbard's Dream^ Sec: But it beara a much, 
doier refcrnblance to the Dream of Efand^ ia Scbil/er^j Btftben^ 
iwliichyin mj opinron^ isfarpaifed by no vifiou ever.r^lated ppoa 
the Stage. Were I jijked to .produce aa inftance of the terrific 
and (ablime, I fliould name ihe Parricide's confcfEon— '* leb 
^^finfe den Mann !'* 

' ■ ing 
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ing when the man^hunters (eized me, I left fleep- 
rngon thy bofom, fay. Lives he yet > — Doeshc eve? 
fpeak of me ?— Docs he aft, <* Mother, defcriw 
to me ipy father ; (how me how the , warrior 
looked * ?" — Ha ! has my bofom ftill room for 
thoughts fo fender ? Hence with them ! Vengeanc* 
mwft poflcfs it all !i— Oh ? when I forget my; 
wrongs^ may I forget myfelf ! — When I forbear to 
hate thefc Chriftians, God of my fathers ! mayft 

thou hate me ! Ha ! Whence that light ? A 

man moves this way with a Ump ! — How cau-r 
tioiifly he fteals along !-^He muft be watched/ 
This friendly column will (hicld me from his re- 
gards. Silence! He comes. [Retired 

Kbkric enters foftly with a Lamp.^ 

Kenric. All is huflied ! — ^Thc Caftle feems 
buried in fleep.~Now then to Angela 1 {^Exit. 

Hassan [advancing.'] — It wasKenric ! — Still he 
moves onwards — Now he ftops-*-*Tj8 at the door of 
Angela's chamber! — He unlocks it! — He enters ! 
—Away then to the Earl: Chriftian, foon Ihall 
we meet again ! . [Exit.^ 

SCENE II.— Anoela'j Apartmeni. 

Akcela Jiands hy the Window^ which is open^ 
and thrtmgh which the Moon is feen^ 

Angela. Will it never arrive, this tedious lin- 
gering hour ? Sure an age muft have elapfcd ftnce 
the Friar left me, and ftill the bell flrikes not One ! 
•— Perciy, does thy impatience equal mine ? Doft 

* 1 fufpeft this laft idea tolje the property of fom^ other pcr- 
fon, but what other perfon I know not : Tt is much at the fervife 
•fany one who may think it worth claimine. A;/. "' ^, , • ..i 

- ^^^^'*^ou- 
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tjbbu too count the motn^ncs. which divide U5,?-nr 
poft thou too chide the flownefs pf Time's piniqfis^ 
which moved fo fwiftly when we ftrayed tog^h^r^ 
on. the Cheviot Hills ?— Methinksl fee him naw^ 
as he paces the Conway's margin : If a leaf falls, i6 
z bird flutters, he flies towards ic, for he thinks hisf 
the fgot-rftep of Angela : Then, wixh flow fteps and 
bending head, difappointed he regains the fiiher'sr 
cottage. Perhaps, at this moment, his eyes like 
mine are fixed on yonder planet ; perhaps,, thi*. 
fweec vvind which plays oti my cheek, is freighted 

with tlie jQighs of my Lover, Oh ! figh no more, 

my Percy ! — Soon (hall I repofe in fafety on yogr ~/ 
bofom ; foon again fee the moon (hed her filver 
light on Cheviot, and hear its green hills repeat 
Uie carol of your mellow horn ! 

SONG. 

HOW flow th€ lingering moments wear ! 

Ye hdurs^ in pity fpccd your flight, \ 

, Till Cheviot's haUfotreih and fair 

Again fhall meet my longing fight ! 
Oh 1 then what rapture 'twill a£Ford 

Once more thofe fcenes beloved to fee. 
Where Percy's heart firil told Its Lord» 

He loved the Lafs of low degree i 

No founding titks graced myoame. 

No bounteous kinfmen fwelled my dower ; 

But Percy fought no high-bom Dame» 
But Percy fought not wealth or power. 

He fought a fon^ a faithful heart. 
He fouhd the heart he fought in me ; 

He fa w^ her pure and free from art. 
And loved the Lafs of low degree *• 

♦ Owing to the great exertions which Angcla^i charades; ^ 
4cmandcd, Mtt. Jordan omitted thia Song. 

, ; : • The 

Digitized by CjOOQLC 



yi THE CASTLE SPi;CTRE5 

The Caftie fcems to be ftill already :— Would the 
Ff iar had named an earlier hour !~By this I might 
have been fafe in the fifticr's cottage. — Hark !-* 
Surely I heJird— — -Some one unlocks the door !-^ 
Oh ! (hould it be the Earl !-*-5hould he not re* 
tire ere the Monk arrives!— The door Opens t 
—How !— .Kenric here ! — Speak— What 'would 
you ? 

Enier Kenric* 

Kenr. Softly, Lady ! — If over-heard, t am* 
loft, and your fate is connefted with mine — [p/a- 
ciftg bis lamp upon the table.} 

Ano. What means this myftery ? — This mid- 
night vific 

Kbnr. Is the vifit of a Friend, of a Peni- 
tent! — Lady, I muft away from the Caftle ; — Thc^ 
keys are in my pofleflion : — t will make you the 
companion of niy flight, and deliver you fafe into , 

the hands of Percy. But, ere we depart — [kneeU 

ivg] — Oh ! tell me, Lady, will you plead for me : 
with one, who to me alone owes fixceen years of 
hard captivity ? 

Ang, Rife, Kenric — I underftand you not. 
—Of what captive do you fpeak ? 

Kenr. Of one, who by me has been moft In*"' 
jurcdr— who Ito you will be moft dear I-^-Liften, 
Lady, to my ftrange narration : — I was brought up 
with Ofmpnd — was the partner of his pleafures — 
the confident of hi's cares. The latter fprang 
folely from his elder brother, whofe birth-right he 
coveted, whofe fuperloricy he envied. Yet bis 
averfion burft not forth, till Evelina Neville, re- 
jefting his hand, .beftowed hers with her heart on 
Reginald. — Then did Ofmond's paffion over-leap 
all bounds. He refulved to murder *his brother 
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^hWi returning fiom the ScotriOi wsrs, atpf off 
the Xiady, and make himfelf mafter of her perfoo 
htf force.-^This icheim he imparted to me : ha 
metered, th/eaitened^ promifed^ Afid t yielded to 
ius.iediadtionl 

A KG^ Wretched man i 

KsNR. Condemn me not unheard. ^\% troe^ 
that 1 followed Ofmond to the fcene of ilanghter, 
buc no blood that day imbrued my hand. It wad 
the Earl whofe fword iftruck Reginald to the 
ground : it was the Earl whofe dagger wis raifed 
to complete his crime, when Evelina threw herfel^ 
upon her huiband^s bodyi and received the weapoa 
in her own, 

Ava. Dreadful I Dreadful ! 
.KfiNR. His hopes difap'pointed by this acct«j 
dent, Ofmodd^s wrath became madnefs. He gave 
the word for flaughtelTy and Reginald's few attend^ 
ants were butchered on the fpot. Scarce could my 
prayers land arguments (ave from his wrath his in«< 
iant niece, whofe throat was already gored by his' 
ponikrd. Angela, yours ftill wears that mark. 

AltG. Mine ? - ■* "' Almighty powers ! 

KfiN. Lady, 'tis true. I concealed in Allan*? 
cotta^ the heirefs of Conway : There were you 
dootii^ to langutlh in obfcurity, tiQ, alarmed by 
the rtport of his fpies that Percy loved you, and 
dreading your meeting with fo powerful a fup- 
porter^ Ofrtiond decreed your death a fecond time. 
WSth this intention he fought yoor retreat j but 
. when in you he beheld Evelina's living im^e", 
h0 changed his bloody purpofe. He caufed me to 
reclaim you from Allan, and refolved, by making 
you his wife, to give himfelf a lawful claim to the(e 

A^Qi The monftcr ! Now then I fcnoW, whcft 
^ L he 
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he pvefled toy haqd, why Aili my .blood nn cold 1 
. 'Twa3 nature, that revolted . at the friitricid^'s 
tDiiob : 'Tivas my mother's ffnrit, that whifpc^redt 
^* Love not m,y murderer !'*, Ob ! Good gpcid 
Kenric! And you knelt to me for pardon ? YQU,to 
whom I owe my life ! Ydu^ to who m t ' . - 
:* Ken« Hold ! oh 1 hold !-^Lady, how Uct^p do 
ldff«rve;your thanks !---Oh ! liftca! bften !-^I w^ 
iba laft to quit the bloody fpo^ : Sadly was J re- 
Hnng^: when a faint groan ftrtbck.my e^p# J. fpraQg 
from my horfe; I placed my band on ,RegiaaId*s 
heart ; it beat beneath the preffure [ 
. [HfTi Ofmopd appearji at th/t dcor^ mations /^^Saibi 
(^c. tc rttire^ and advances bimfelf unob/ery£;d»\. .* 

Ang. k beat! It beat I Crqcl^ and your. dag- 
ger— . ..,.'..'■ 

Ke-h. Qh ! that woiild haye been mercy ! ^o^. 
Lady j I preferved his life tq rqb bicn of lib^ty. 
It ftruck mej bow fhcng wpuld be ipy: bold, over 
Ofmopd,. whjlc bis brpvl^r was ia my ppwerifcapd 
ihils reflection determined me to pr€;ferye.bim# 
Having plunged the other bodies ip the .C9n- 
way's flood, I placed the. bleeding. Eari*s_op my 
hoife before me, and conveyed him fl:ill infenfible 
to a retreat, to all except myfelf a fecfetv i There 
I tended bis wounds carefully^ 4nd fuc^peid^d in 
preferving bis life. — Lady, Reginald ftillexifts,.— - 
\Here OfvnonA with afuriom look dr'^aws bif dagger^ 
and motions, to JUk Kenric. J mome^t^i refit^Qion 
makes himftaybis hand, and he returns tbi weapifitinta 
ibefieath.] ' . , - 

Ang. Still exifl:S| fay you? My father ftillex- 
ifts ? • " , . 

KjiN. He does, if a life (o wrqt^hqd can be tf rm* 
ed exiftcnce. While his fwpon lafted,. I chained 
him . to his dungeon w^U 5 and no fooner were his 
. , wounds 
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tMTOpnds healed, than I entered hisprifon no more. 

jrKfou|h i 'Wicket in his dungeon-door I fiipplkd 

iiiVii With food I artd when iti plaintive terms hefued 
't8 me for mercy, Mfiy I flWl; nor gave an anfw&r. 
*l^dtly;* near fixtcen years havb paffed, fincc ^n hti> 

Vnkh voice ftruck the ear 'of Reginald ! 

, Ang. Alas ? alas ! ' . . .- 

"" %!t'U. Btit fhe honr of his releafe dtaws near : 

T'difcovered this night that Ofmond feeks my Wfe, 

^n4 refotved to throw myfelf on yoUr mercy. Thun 
lifell me, L^dy, Will you'plead for nic with your 

* jfather? Think you/ he caft forgive ihe^atrthor of 
his ftifFerings ? * 

'"'Ano. Kenric, you have been guilty, crucl-^— 

Biit reftore to me my father; aid us to efpipe ; 
^^artdkll (hall beforgiven, all forgot; 

. I^iiN. Then follow me in filence : I will guide 

ybu to Reginald V dungeon: This key unlocks th0 
/CaWegatls; and ere the cockcrows^ fafe in the 
; ^dt^^ qf Percy— i-^ [Here bis tyefalh upon Ofmo*d, 
^^^^h<f }^as'adn;anced teiwetn him ^n/^/* Angela* She 

Jbrieksl un^ finks into a cbairl^ Horror {---The Earl ! 
'^ r-^Undoni^ for ever r 
'"■' OsM; Mifcream!— Within there! 

' EnferSAiB^ Ha^ai»,Mui-£y,..«»^ Agaric. 

OsM. Hence with that traitor \ confine him in 
"the wdftern tower!' ' 
; Aifd; [Jfdrfing wildly from ben/eai.] Yet fpcak 
once more, Kenric !— -Where is my Father ?•»- 

* What place conceals him ? 

OsM. Let him not fpeak !-r-Away with him ! 
f Kenric is forced offhytbe Africans*} 

OsM. [^Paces thejiage v^itb a furious air^ wbile 

Angela eyes bim with terror : ai Ungtb bejit^s^ and 

a^reffes berJ\ Nay, ftifle not, your curfes ! Why 

La (hould 
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•xprb ihfife noc wrictcn on . every . ^ura ^ Veflbi 
"^^ :gmioe t>n the affi^ 1 Jn^ice .om vif. fpotlKiR^ 
" marckref ?'*rr^BiK taui mt% AogeUl ^n^ 
l^od io that vliicb fp^HJPiift be thiws tbe^ 
titles are iiiveet .^d lovely. Koow'ft t}|oti.,tbtf> 
word ptrricide, Angela } Know'fi: tb<Hi , tjm^r 
{iMfiwbo Ihed ti^ t^toed..qf,.a.p«rciitr*f^T]i^ 
jiMg» maft l)e tijinfi cq^qooiw. TMs,toaK«a»i%P 
a»ted capciwji thU iwfi'-foimd &tber--^ \ i^orr: 

. Awa.' Your brottea-, Qfqwud J-^rYour fewK; 
ther ?.^wriy yoo i^ftwot*^ wiU -aot;?***-* ; ^ ;> /{ , ; t/ 

OsM. StiH doubt yqo, cb«( I bocb t^ao^v^wd 
naUi-^eoMffkber j^cncic's tale {^^Rc^x^jcmtori 
though the firft blow failed, the fecood twitt! 
ftrikc deeper Ir^^Btu .ffoio vbom miift RegiiMld 
receive that fccood ?-^Npt from bie» rival bfoj^b^^ 
fibc from bU iavemtate CoetU-Fjrutni ti^ dra^bte^ 
hb ttOfiieUog daitigbfer4 'Th ibe,.vbQ»:KefviiVi£Cfti^ 
^tfr.baadd' will pl«ce ^ dagger iin^ne i ^liabijOte^, 
wibofe vfMCc deeiafiog tbdi 0ie.ba^9/a)€^.v^illi)i4r 
»e plimge that dagger.in hex .fetber*i« bcaffi^ ! v . - 

Ang^ Man I man ! drive n>e 4|pcd)ad <! '. . . .. :'. 

OiM. 0>^')»^^ U^ ReginaklV.jpoMmii} I^okr: 
\ipon this pifturc ! Mark, what a noble form^h 
How {i^ftet^ bow comniaiidiAg <ke^ leoiprtffioov of 
bif. fuIWark eye !«-^Tl)eB finwry Uj^ bje iirs |q( f^mo;' 
damp fojitary duogcoa, vi^ibiag^ io /d^Ufbr'a^ 
agmies, bu bii»b» diftoried^ bi^ ^yeftiif^tf^ 
bieiiking* hh (jpiul burthened witb criqs)c& fo^^ 
M'hich no prieil has absolved bim^ bU J^A-woflbi^ 
cwfes 00 bis ooxuitpral cbikU who ocnild ;baive 
faved him, but whoAiM^yid AOCi * 
. ,ANa.-HorxibleJ b^ri'lblel * ; 

OsM. Yet if .you.0iU. i!^o(^ my pScr§^ thus : 
mxA it be. Tc^tuma ihaU compel jCeof ic lo i^- 
^1 . veal 
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Sx>-ttihxro^ dawDs; iball ;/^gela lie a bride, in Wf 
0lfmy or Reginald a corfe ^t my feet; Uvf^fpttt' 
eriWiities^-i^Why 4liould I keed your forroww.?—' 
Ybii have |a2;ed yumovcd fi^pon mtaelv^Wb^r^ 
(hbuldl be foftened by your oars? — Mii*e^neycr* 
vftvc dried by your pity !*-Cold aod inflwuWe^ 
lfiiif<i^ you been' f» my defpaJr; £» will i be to yo^m • 
Sfi^ak^bcn, is Percy V lore or yoor fathar>4ifc{ 
mo^ dear to yoir^^-^Doe^ die firife iniftneft or tl^ 
uMatural child ibund moft gating in yonr ears^r- 
Mud Reginald die> or will Angela be mine f 

'■■ iftN<r, .Thine ?— She will perifti fitft ! : ^ 

. t lO^M. You havje pnonounced his iemfeoc^ and 
ti^ ktnlood be on your bead l^^Farewel ! 

^ Ano. {detaining im. And ibr^wb^ berfilf ^ har 
haes.'] Hold ! hcSd !'-4:Xii^-^o not, go not yet 1 
•^W«csGb that I am> where fliall I fly for finpc^wf'' 
w^M(brcy»0^iiioi)dl-^-*^^ ! nier^ft mercy l^^-^^Jlrhohl^ 
0)10 ^t your fe«C0 iise (pe' bathe them ayitJa my 
t^(s ! Look witjhi^picy on^ a xnrat4ire wbosn your 
cruelty haift bowed to the earch» whofe heart you 
have almc&^bi?c»fceD, Whofe t^uin you have al* 
fttDft tuified l-w^Meiey^ Olmoytid !-*-Oh ! loeicy ! 
akflrtfl ••'•'■ ^ • •' 

I'Oiii. X^vely^ lovely ftippliaot I-^And-wby aot 
pMfii by the prefenc moiii<^t ? Why owe cp cold ' 
cea(imt what fofct may tbis^itiiftaBt g|i^ me ?-^t 
fhsll be io, and tbu6~-**^ [ntHmfimg 4$ clafp hit 
inh^iurm^ jhe ft$rts from $be grBund fuddcM^^ md 

Anis. Away l^-^Approach menoti-^Dare oer 
CO touch me, or this potuar d ■ ■ ■ 

OsM. Foolifli gill l-^x-Let me but fay the wordt 
aad thou art difatmed that^nomem. 

Aif^* But not by thpe^Otooml !«--0h! never 

by 
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by thee 1-^Hadft tlk>q the kkce of fabled gimft^ 
vainly wouldft thou drive to wreft this dagger 
from my hand. 

OsM. Let this convince you how eafily — '[Jir 
iempfing toJti%e ity his tyerefts upon tbe hilt,^ and he 
^fiarfs back wilb borr6rJ] By hell, the very ponjard 
whic h : .; 

Ang. [in an exuliing. tine.'] Ha f haft thon 
found me, villain ? — Villain, doft thou know this 
weapon ? Know'ft thou whofe blood incruft^ the 
point ? Murderer, it flowed from the bqdbm^^^f 
ray mother ! 

OsM. Within there ! — HeIp!-i-[Ha(ran aififA]^- 
r\c enter.] Oh! God in heaven! [He falis fen^-^ 
lefs into their arms, and they coreoey him from spe 
chamber : tbe door is Inked after tb^m.] 

Ano. [ahne.l He faints It— Long may the viU 
lain wear thy chains. Oblivion f Lpng be it ere 
he wakcs' to commit new crimes !— My fso^Stv in 
Ofmond's power ? — Oh ! *tis a dreadful thoiight ! 
— But no, it muft not, (hall not be !--^l wilf tp t>C. 
mond-— will promifc to be his-r-wiH* facrifiCe my 
love^ my happinefs, my perice of mincf— every thing , 
but my father ! — Yer, to bid an aflaffin r^ft updfr my 
bofom, to prefs that hand in mine which pierced' the 
heart of my parent-^ Oh ! it were nionftj'ous !— 

iKveeling before EvelinaV portrait S\ MotW^h-! 
Heffifd Mother! If indeed thy fpirit ftill ftng^Srs 
ahiidft thefe fcencs of forrqw, look on my deipiir 
with pity ! fly to my aid ! oh ! fly, and fave" my 
father ! — :l^S.he remains for feme moments profirateim 
the ground in Jiknt Jorro^. The CaJileb^U iolL* \be 
hour : fhe raifeiherf elf and counts the qnarterSy c^ir 
which it Jirikes ** one F^] Hark! the bell tolls!— 
, ^Tis the time which the Monk appointed.' He 
win not tarry : — Bdt I muft not follow hjm^l~I 



"^' Will 
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^f» not flfartd abandon my faihcr i— Tf ct ixfey 
not my ffight preferve him? Yes, yes^ I mik 
away to Percy: By the fame paflage which fa*^ 
Vours ray efcapc, his vaffals may cafily fiirprijfe 
the Cattle; may fcizc Ofmond ere he cfFe^^hiB 
crirtie, and to-morroM^ may fee RegmaW rcftorcd 
CO freedom, to his domains, and to his daughter ! 
-^Oh ! then fwcet indeed wiHbe my feelings: !— 
Then- only can my heart know joy, when it throbs, 
agaitift a father's ! — Ha ! what was that ?-~Me- 
thougfif th(J foilrid of tnbfic floated by me ! It 
feemed as fome one had flruck the guitar !~I 
muft have been deceived — it was but fancy. ^ 
f /f plaintive voice f^s within^ accompanie^d by d 
^guitar] . . * • 

" Lullaby! — Lullaby! — HuHi thee, my dear, 
** Th}' £tther is coming, and foon will be here !" . . 

Anc. Heavens! The v^xy words AVhich Alice 
. -7-Tbe door too ! — It moves ! it opens !-— Guard 
me,, ftood Angels! 
• [fbe folding^doors umclofei and the Oratory isfeen 
\ lUuminated. In its centrijlands a tall female figure^ her 
. 'vi^hite and flowing garments fptted with bloc^; her veil 
iSthrbwii lack, and'dtfcovers a pale and melancholy coUn* 
teriance 5 her eyes are lifted upwards, her arms extended 
, towards heaven^ and a large wound appears upon her 
iofonu Angela finks upon her knees ^ with her eyes ■ 
fiveted upon the figure, which for fome moinents re^ 
^ mains niotimlefs. At Imgth the SpeSfre advances 'floW'^ 
Ij^ to a foft and plaintive flrdin \ fhejiops oppofiie t9 
\ "Rxgin^ld's piilure^ and gazes upon it infilenee^' She 
'[then turns, a^oaches Angela, feems to invoke a 
htefpng upon her, points to the piSture, and retired 
to the Oratory. The mufic ceafis. Angela Yi/ei witH 
a viild look, and fallows the Vifi^n, extending her arms 
smards it,'] 

5 Ano 
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■'Aam* Sii^» knt]j %mt f^-49b h ffa^ yeTb^. 
taooieMl 

•fni^ Jjpir^l^ «BWve» Act ignd, as Hi&ff frnfah-. 
M tlfimtif 9bt wiiiisfaH is iegri; o J0 
tkrmi^femaUvticocbmM ** JkHtaie!*' a »ta*i 
cfJigtt Jbfikh thmigB the Ortiory, 0id^btfeyHi^_ 
dftn d^ tritb laitd fia^f^ _ .;. 

Awct. Ob I Heaven ' prottft ne !•— {ASf fjtl/ 

END tf tBe FQORTir ACT. * 







\- riF'^ 






' - i J • 




A c t'.y. 




SCtNk I. 


if- 
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Light, '.:y-- 
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Emtr Percy arid MoTfcst. ' 






MoTtKt« 


* tt 



IN' truth, my Lord, you venture too rtcartfkP 
CalUe. Should you fell into Ofmond*s po^er^'' 
% fecokid tirne, your next Sump* maybe ihtok" 
better world. '_^ 

Pftftcv. Oh ! there is rio d^ger. Motley. iJif^ 
£>ll0W^s are not far off, arid will join nwj at |^ 
motnenC% warhing ; then fear not for me^ / ? j 

Mo^t. Wkh al^l my heart, but |>ei^pa?t;me*to , 
feat for niyfclf. We are now wkhm' Bow-liipt p^' ! 
tb^Caftle^ The archers may tbi^k .propeiPt^ ^' 
ami^fe us with a proof c^ their Hoiil;, and we|f | 
to fee] an arrow cjuiveriftg. in my. gl^^^J^i jiF^ 
babJy J Ihould Be much inort* furjprifcd cfcaa 

pleafed. 
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pM^Stdf. Good my.. Lord, let us ba^ (q ^6 

filherman's hut. , : 

PfilLcy. Your advice may be. wife, Giypcrt^^ but 
I cannot follow it. Angelas efcape in^y be di£i^ 
c6vered-Wl>€ inay be purfued^.and in n€c4: c^ 
my affiftadce. Then counfel ^oc my retirkig i . 
my fears of lofing Angela^ ^re. too ftroBg, tbe 
flsine y^'hich burns in my bofoiQ cop ardent ! * 

MoTL. Tm fure no flame biirniog in your 
bofom can give you fo much pain as an arro^r 
would give cne ftickiog in min^ j aiid as to your 
fears of lofing the L^dy, I'd bet mine of l^ng 
my life againft any fears in Chriftendom ! 

Percy. How, Gilbert? Have you not prd» 
mifed to ftand by . me. to th^ l^ift ? Did you not 
fay you could die in my fervice with pleayfure? 

MoTL. Very true. — But, Lord ! if a man WM^ 
alivHys taken at his word, the world would foon be 
turned upfide down. When a polite gentlemaoi 
begs, you to confider his houfe as your own, and 
aiTures you th^ all he has is at your difpofal, he'd 
be ii> a terrible fcrape if you began knocking down 
his walls, or rCqnefted the loan of his wife or daugh* 
ters !— ^Jo, no, Sir !— When I faid that I (houl^ die 
in.your Tervice with, plcafure, 1 intend^ tp live in ^* 
it many long years i lince, to tell you the truths / 
from a child 1 had always a particular di^ke tq : 
dying, and I think that with every> hour the pre*^ 
judice grows ftr6nger.-f Good my Lord, Jet us-b* > • 
gone. Ere long I doubt no t ■■■ 

PfiRCY. Hark! Did I not h^r— ~^NoJ , $^ 
copies not ! — Heavens^^ ftiQuld the Fri^rfi) pJoE i 
have failed! ^ ? 

MoTt* . Failedi and a Prieft and a FetticOM- ., 
concerned in it ? — Oh ! no; a. plot compofed ot. - 
fuch good Ingredients cannot ^)uifuc€ced,-*-Ugh I j 

M Would ' 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



U THE CASTJ.K :SRECTREj 

Would 1 4wcne c^io icated by, the Ft(her'$ ^^h ! 
—The vi\ad blows cruel (harp and -bitter J. ' ')'. 
: pBBCY. For fliame^ GA\iat\^^pf.^i'/npz 
equaiiy <xpofed to its fcvcrity ? ' r / 

MoTL. Ob J The flame in your bofob 
keeps you warm ; and in a cold night love wraps 
janc ^p better than a blaukct*. But th^''.6bt 
bcin| my fitu^ion5 the prefent obje<Sh of ifijl^c- 
fires is^ a biasing wood-fite^ and Venus wouldlobk 
lame kfs tovcly tjban a fniokinfg fack-pofiet \4rp^ f 
when I was in low, I tnatiaged matters much' p^t- 
ttr : 1 always paid my addreflcs by the firtckfiiie, 
and contii^ed to urge my foft fgit yift ^t (i^tier** 
time. Then how I filled my fais-one's earsi with 
8Me fpe^cbes, «ihile (be filked my tre^cbqt|Wfth 
roaft-beef!— Then what figures and tropes, ca^c 
.4out of my mouthi end whac dainties and i;f(j|^bits 
ivcncin l-*-*-'T would bkvcdotie yourjb^r^ goji^ ^o 
bear me lalkj and (te me ^at**-and you'dibf^ 
found it no eafy matter to <5ecide, whetberr^.Md 
teoft wit'or appetite^ ^ / ^ ,q 

• PEaer. And who was ^he objp<^ of^hi? .i^- 
ciouspaffioni _ , ; .; 

- MoTL. A perfijii well calculated t^ A fjiarmu 
-both my heart and my ftomach : it was a Lady 
of great merit, who did yoirr Father the honour 
to fupcrin<«nd his. cuHnary €<HK:eiBS» I Was 
fcarce fifteen^ when flie kindled a flame i(| my 
heart, whiie lighting the kiKheh fire^ aiid from 
that moment 1 thought on nqthiag bijt ict../iWy 
mornings were pafled in compofiog poems i^ bee 
. beauty^ my- evenings in i*ec!ting them in Her eir ; 
for Nature bad equally denied the fair triii^^ 
and myfelf the faculty of reading and Wktng* 

. ^^Hchdmake^nearrj tlKiiamcobfervatibntlpdfl^^^ 

6 ^ PjBi^clr, 
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' P^EkCY. ' You "i^ere fucccfsftri, I hope ? •; . 

Mptl,, Why, at. Kengtb, my Lord, a Jpin- 
diric dA't upon her grace m /ryinjg pancakes 
p^^lted^her heart. She co.nfented xpbt tniM-^ 
"when, bh i cruel f^orrune ! taking one night a 
Srop tipb much— — ^poor dear creature ! fti© ne- 
ypx got, the better of it !— I wept her lofs, arid 
cbtnpofed ah Elegy upon it, which has. be^n 
ItUoJught, by' many perfons off great judgment, not 
jptally deftitute of tafte and fublimity. It bega^n 

tiflC}S7-~- . " ' ' , ' ' ' ^ ' ' . 

, ~^ JBaked be the pies to coals ! — 6urn, roAft-meaty bum ! 

* '' ^oil 6'er/ yc Jioti ^— Ye fpilt^ forget to tura 1 

'• - CJft4reliaVde»tli-u--.v . ... 

'■'" Pfikey. Peace 1 peace !— Sec yon notkuig 

tiear yonder tower ? ' 

^^^^MoTt. Yek, certainly, — Two perfans ad- 
"Vatrti tovirards tis^--^Yet they cannot be oiar friends, 
^fir I Tec neichet tbeLady's petticoat nor tbeMonkfs 
' Jpaunch f ' 

Pbrqt,. Still they approach, though ilowly^-^ 

Gne leans on his companion, and feems to move 

with pain,-^Let us retire and obfcrve them. 
MotL. Away, Sir — ^I'm ^t your hceU* — 
"■- * ' l^bey draw hack. 

Enter Zkxb cafUtkOing Kenric. 

Saib, Nay, yet hold up a while I— Now wc 
l^c near the Fifli^r's cottage^ - 

\,^]! Kbkr. Good S^b, I needs muft flop !-^Enfeebled 
h^ 6ftnond*s tortures; my limbs refofe to bear me 
tiirther !~Here lay me down : Then fly to Per- 
cy f guide him to the dudgeon, and, ere 'tis too 
late, bid him fave th6 Father of Angela ! 

P^RCy [to Motley .]r-Hark ! Did you hear? 

♦ -. ;; ^ M^ Saib 
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^AiB. Yet, to leave you thnis fiilone ! ^^ ' ,' 

KeWr. Oh! heed not me !— Think, tBir on 
ftcfe few hioiTieiits depends our fafety, 'A't%^K 
fftedbm, Reginald's life !— You have the'ftiiifr 
ter-key !— Fly thcn-^h ! fly xo Percy! \'^'^ 

* Percy [fiarttng ybrward.']—%^\A he not Ifk^^ 
m\A ? — Speak ^gaih, {iranger 1^-^What of R^|i- 
nara ? 

Saib. Hi! Look up, Kenric l—Tll Pcfr 

cyvfeiff! ' ' ' ^;;. 

Percy and Motley. How ! — iCenrie ? /^ 

KcKR. \fiVtking at PfercyV feetj\ Yes^ khc 
guilty^ the penictnt Kenrifc i-^Oh t <i3^H^ 'twas 
Heaven fent you hither I— ICriow, Ebl Percy, that 
Reginald lives, that Angela h his daughter ! 

Percy. Amazement ! — ^And is this known to, 
pfmond? ' ; -^-^ 

Kenr. Two hours have fcarcely paflfed fincc 
he furprifed the fecret. — Tortufe$. conapcHedVme 
to avo^y where Reginald was hidden^ iand hboow»is 
in his brothierU pov^'er.^ — ^Fly then to. bis .jita-lvr 
Alas I perhaps at this moment hi? deftrijftion ^fe 
completed 1— Perhaps even now pfmond** -c|$§- 

' Percy. Within there! — Allan! — HaroWdrr 
Quick, Gilbert, found, your horn !-TT^[Mollcy 
founds U.l ^ : .^ 

Enter Allan, Edric, llAKohx>^andS$Uifr^i^^t 

Percy. Friends, may t depend on ypiir fiip#- 
port? : .. ^ .'^ 

• ' Har. Whi!c we breathe, all iviU ftaftd;f>jr 

J^u! ^ •• . ^'- . ••■ . f: 

So^muLs, All>rMl 
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. Tercy. FqUpw tnc then !— Away \ 
,. Kewr. ,.yet ftay one, moment I— Petcj^j to 
j)}i(5, grateful friend have I. confided a mafttr-kcjr^ 
wHcb will inftantly admit you to* the Caftle, aa4 
have defcribed to him the retreat of Reginald.!—^ 

Pie..he ypur guide, and hartenr Oh ! that pang ! 

—[^ffefaifJis; A\hn anJ Edrkfi^orl Urn.'] 

Percv. Look to' him! — He finks ! — Bear 
him to your hut,Edric,and there tend his hurt«~ 
fSTe? Saib*] Now on, good fellow, and fwiftly !-^ 
Ofmond, c^cfpair ] — I come !, . 

,,\^^xi$^ wiib Saib, Moriey, Harold, and.Soldiers 
[^ , .an one /lie y viUle AllanL<7»i %^x\z convey away 
,\ , ILcmcftiU fainting on the oSberS\ 

SCENE II— 'J Vaulted Cbmher. . 

Enter Father Philip, with a Bajket on Us Arm 

;/« and 4f Torch, conducing Auczla^ 
- ^P. pHil; Thanks to St. Frands, we have 'as 
ye€ paffed unobferved ! — Surely^ of all travelling 
cQhtp^nions, Fear is the lead agreeable : I couldri^c 
be^more fatigued, had 1 run twenty miles withoac 
-ftoppingj 

Ang. Why this delay ? — Good Father, let Xxs 
proceed, 

^ F. Phil. Ere t can go further, Lady, I muft 
needs ftop to take breath, 'and refrcfti my fpirits 
with a tafte of this cordial — [taking a bottle from 
tbihtfieti] 

Ang. Oh ! not now !— Think that Ofmond 
may difcover mt,atid mar your kind intentiorii.— . 
This room, you fay, conceals the private door x^^ 
Fry'thee, uhclofe it !-^Lct us from hence! — ^Wait 
till we are fafe under Percy's protedion, and then 
firink as you lift,— But nor now, Father I-^Inpity, 
not now ! 

E.Phil. 
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F. Phil* WcM, well, be calm. Daughter j^x 
Ohlihefe women! thcte women !—Thiy':|nittd 

iia^ont^s comfort but their own U Nowi wh&t 

is the door f / -^i"^ 

Ano. How tedious feems every moriient whic^ 
I pafs within the fehated walls I—. — JHa V . ^9^ 
der comes a light! 

F. Phil. So, fo-^Fve found it at laft— [/oi^^^- 
hig tf j^^'qTf aji^^$ ia^fiu cf€n:\ . i \ 

A»c« « moves this way I — By all my fears, 
Vis Ofmond !— In, Father, xt !— Away, fo?«ea- 
?eo'8 fake !— \EkwU^ cloftng fhe do^r afiirHem. 

Enter Osmond and Hawaj^ tetf/* a TMy-^^^^ 
OsM. [ojier a paufe of gloomy mtditdticn] ^f%\ 
ftill within the Caftle? *^^ /, * ^ ' 

Hass* As the filence of the grave. ^ 

OsM^ Where arc your fellqw? ?. ^ V^ 

Hass. Saib gu^ds . the traitor .Kenrif: : ^^uley 
andAlaricare burFedin ileep. ;' *' ^ c* - 
. 0>M, Their hands have been ftaioed wit^'bpoc?, 
"and yet can they deep ^— Call your compai^ons 
hither. — [Hafla(j offers^ to leave the torflj\\—^^tj 
yiiih tbeiigiu! its beams arehat^jful ! '^ 
\ ' ■ ' ^j^xit t^affaoi 

psM. {alqne'l Yes !. this is tfce place,. If Kcnric 
faid true, for fix teen years have the, vaults be- 
. n^ath me rang, with my brother^s groans. -^I dre^ 
to \incI6fe" the' door 1 — How rtiall t iijflain the 
beams o£ his eye when they reftqn Evelma^s mux* 
^derer ? — How wilj hi§ proud heart fwell with ra^c 
at meeting his. ufurping brpther ! — Ah T me 
beams of l)is- ey^ muft Jong fi nee have b^fen 
quenched in tears!— The pric^ of his hearlj ti^prtjft 
by thi^'be fubdued by funerings !— -Great have 
. been ihofe fufFcririgs— in truth fo great| tWcven 

my 
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Ihy hatred . bends * before them- — Yet for "ll^at 
hatred: ba4' l' norcaufe ?^i-At Tournaments, *cWa> 
on . R^inald that each bright eye was benti'^ 
l!:ourt, ^Wafs to Reginald that each ftobie' {Jroflfer- 
cd friendftiip. Evelina too ! — ^Ha ! at that hame 
my ^^'xpiring hate revives !— Reginald ! Reginald i 
for thee was 1 facrificed !-^h T when it ftrlkes 
a fecond blow, my poniard (hall ftab furer J 

Enler Hassan, MirLEy, tf/ft? Alakic, nc^hTcrckfs. 

'^. 'The Apri9ans.^^^^ ! My Lord ! 

''^'^Dsi^. Now, wl^ , ^ 

"tlASs^ I tremble to inform you, " that Saibfras 

flcd^be^.C3{ftIc.r-A nj^ftcr^key, v^hich he found 
.ijjp^jn Kenric, and of which he kept pofleflion, 
,has enabled him to efcape. 

. 0$M. Saib too gone? — All are falfe ! Alitor- 

fake me! 
^^ {J ASS, Yet; more, my Lord ; he has made! his ^ 

prifoner the companion of his ffi^Ht. * 

c,^ QsM* l^^^^^i^i) How? Kennc elcapted ? 
' iVLARic.' 'Tis put too certain j dpubtlefs he has 
.;fled to Percy* ' . ' 

" OjM. To |^ercy>— Haf ^^hen I muft be 

fpcedy : taiy fate hangs on a thread 1 Fritnds, I 

liave eyer found ye faithful ; mark nie now !— 
s\jipenin^* the fritate door.] Of thefe two paflages, 
.the Ich Vrondufts to a long chain of dungeons: 

In one of tliefe; my brother ftill languifhds. Once 
^already have you feen him bleeding beneath rriy 
?Jtw6rd*-^'--r'but he yet exrfts. — My fortune, my 

fgve, nay my life, are at ftake I— Need I fay 

^^moxt^Y^Each ha^'UnJhedtUs bis /«^>-^.J— That 

;geftore fpeaks m^ underftood; On then before, 

1 follow you,r—[Titf^ Africans pa/s tbrough the ffU 

yatc door : Ofmond is advancing ttmards tty when 

be 
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ie Suddenly Jlarts back.y^YUl Why roll thjA 
iea^ of blood before roe ? Whofe mangfed cor^^ 
do tbcy bear to my feet ?— Fratricide r-HPfi't 
'tis a dreildful name ! — Yet how preferve royfi^tf 
and Reginald ? — !c cannot be ! We muft not 
bneatiie the fame atmofpherc. — Fate, thy han4 
wrges me !— — Fate, thy voice prompts me ! — -^^ 

Thou baft fpoken — I obey. [Hf follows the 

Africans j the door is clofed after bim.'] 

SCENE UK — A gUgmy fuiterraneotu Dungem^ wiip-. 
and lofty : The upp&r part of it has in ftfvereJk, 
places fallen in^ and left targe ibafm* OA mr: 
Jide are various paffages leading to ether Caverns z 
On the other is an Iron Door withfieps kadh^ terHf' 
and a Wicket in the middle. Reginald, pale and 
emaciated,^ in coarfe garments^ bis hair hmg^ 
wildly about his face^ and a chain boHtfd round^Ms- 
io^^ lies fleeping upcf^ a bed ofjira^^ A lamp^ 
a fntall bajket^ and a pitcher ^ are placed mtn^ iim^^i 
- After a few moments ^e awflies, and e^endsiMi.^ 
arms. . - : . 

Reg. My chrld ! My EveHna!— O^l flf mc 
Aot, lovely forms !— They are gone, and biicc^ ji^dri^ 
1 live to mifery. — Thou wert kind to me, JSlce]^! 
' — ^Even now, mecbought, 1 fat jn my Caftlc^iaU**'*^ 
—A maid, lovely as the Queen of Fairi^^ ^M%. 
on my kn^c, and hailed me by that fwett'nartfej/ 
•^Father P* — Yes, I was happy f-^Yet frown iioV 
on me therefore, Darknefs !-— 1 am thine again^Tiiy;'* 
gloomy bride! — Be not incenfed, 'Deirpair,*th4|" 
1 left thee for a moment; I have paffed w$h 
thee lixteen years! — Ahl -how many We" 
I ftill to pafs ? — Yet fly not my bofom qtilti> 
fvvcet Hope!— Still fpeak to me of liberty, '^' 
light i—Whifper, that once more I (hall fcf ,thc 

; ''■- inbrii 
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tiidrn breaki— that ag^in (hall m.y fevered lipsdrink 
the pure gale of evening !— God, thou know'ft 
tjiat 1 have borne ipy. fuffcriags meekly, i I have 
wept for niyTelf^ but never curkd my foes ; IhavC; 
fdiTp,wed, for thy an^er^ but never murmured at. 
thy will. — Patient have I been:— Oh ! then re- ' 
ward me !-r-Lc^ me once again prefs my daughtccj 
in my arms!— -Let. nae^ for one inftant, feel agaia 
that I clafp to my heart a being who loves me ! — 
Speed ihou to heaven, prayer of a captive !— [Ifr 
Jhks itpoH ajionej wUb his bands cla/ped, and bis tyts 
imi$fiedfaJUy up$H the flame of ihe lamp.] 

A^G^LA amd leather Philip are Jem through the 
chnfms ahve, pafflng along fiowly. 

iAjTG. Be^caucious, Father J^— Feel you not how ^ 
thcgwund trembles beneath us ? ; 

F. Phil. Perfediy well; and would give my 
beft breviary to find myfeW once more on terra- 
firma. • 'But the outlet cannot be far off : Lee 
us proceed. 

Amq« Look down, upon us^ bleiTed Angels !-^ 
iJjd usj— Pxoted us!. \ 

;R pHij*. Amcn/faii; daughter . I— tAnd now \ 
away. . [Ex^nt. 

Reg. [fifter a pauje] ^Tis that door which di- 
vides me from happinefs. How pftie^n againft that 
door have I knelt and prayed, and ever knek and 
prayed in vain ! — Fearful, left my (^rpplaints 
Ihpuld rapv? him from his purpofe, . my gaoler „ 
liffrfns not, replies* not;— ^H^y through yon i 
wicket he. gives my food, then flies .j^s^jfthia 
dungeon held a Xerpent.— Oh \ then haw my 
heart fw^ls with bictern^fs^ when the (ouod of 
his retiring fteps is beard no ijiore, wht^n throqg^ . 
yon lofty chaim I catch no longer the gleam olt 
his departing torch ! — How waftes my lamp ?— 

N The . 
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The hour of Kenric's vifit muft tongue paft; aft(J 
ftill he comes not. — How, if death's hand hath 
ftruck him fuddcnly ? — My eriftence unkho^*N^ 
—Away from my fancy, dreSidful idea ! — [-S^ftijf, 
and taking the /^«p] — The breaking of riiy cfeafri 
permits me to wander at large through th^WWe 
frccinfts of my prifon.— -Haply the late ftoi'm, 
whofe pealing thunders were heard e*en iti^tHfe 
abyfs, may have rent fomc friendly thafth :-^ 
Haply Tome nook yet unexplored-— *Ah 1 '110^^**^' 
no!— My hopes are vain, my fearch ^iir^fc 
fruitlefs. Defpair in thcfe dimgeons feign^ ^-^ 
fpotic ; file mocks my complaints, reje6fs ihy 
prayers, and, when I fue for freedom, bfdVtne 
feck it in my grave ! — Desirh ! Oh ! Dea^K^! 
how welcome wilt thou be to me ! • f iBfc¥/- 

\Tbe noije is beard of an heavy bar falHtigi iwi&o^ 
cpens^. ... 

Enter Father Philip and A»gbi!A. 
F.Phil. How's this? A door? • : 

Ano. It was barred on the dutfide. / ' 

F. Phil. That we'll forgive, as it wasn't l)oKcd 
on the in. But 1 don't recolleft — Surely f^vc 
not— » ' ' " 

Ano. What's the matter ? 
F. Phil. By my faith, daughter, I fufpeift that 
I've mifled my way. . '^ 

Ang. Heaven forbid ! ^' 

F. Phil. Nay, if 'tis fo, I flia'n't be the fifft dan 
who of two ways has preferred the wrong.* ', ''"' 
• Ang. Provoking! And did I, not teii ybu'w 
diufe tke right-hand paflage ? ^" ' 

F. Phil. Truly, did you; and that was tb<5 
very thing which made me chuft'tRfe left.' When- 
ever Pm in , doubt myfetf, I generally *a{k a Wo- 
man's advice. When ihc's of one way of thinking, 

Pvc 
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I've always. foumJ ibac reafoa's on the otKer. In 
i^s inl^aiiice, perhaps, I have heen miftaken : Buc 
' wait Jti^fe for oije oapoiept* .and .the fa6t (hall be 
aCcercatned. But, perhaps, you fear being alooc 
in die dark? 
./ A,NG4 I fearnoihing, except Ofmond, 

I^..'Phi1i. Nay, I've no more inclination to fall 
into his clutches, again, than yourfelf. What would 
Ue the conf(?quence ? You would be married, I 
ftijQuld be hung ! Now, daughter, you may think 
that I've a very bad taftcj but, as Vox a Chriftian,- 
I'ij} .raf her be married fifty year?, than hupg for one 
little balf-houn [£^^>. 

, An G« How thick and infedious is the air of this 
cavern I Yet perhaps for fixteen years has my 
poor father breathed none purer. Hark! Steps 
a4{€v quick advancing! The Friar comes, but why 
in fuch confufioh ? 

F- Phil. Help ! Help ! It follows me ! 

Ang. [de^aimg Urn] What alarms you ? Speak ! 

. , F. J?Hiu His ghoft 1 his ghoft ! — Let me go! 

—-let oie go I-r-iet jne go I \_Struggling to efcape 

frcm Angela, befalls^ and exUnguiJhes the torch ; then 

bafiily rifes^ and i ujbes up the^air-^afe, throwing the 

doer afijsr hnt.l^ 

Ang- [alone-'] Father! Father ! Stay, foe 
heaven's fake !: — He's gone, I cannot find the door \ 
-r-Hark I — 'Xwas the clank of chains !— A light 
too ! — It comes yet.nearcr ! — Save me, ye powers I 
—What dreadful form !— 'Tishcrc ! — I faint with 
terror! — [Sinks almoU lifelefs agdnfl tbt dungeot^s 

* Re*enter K^oii^Ah^ witba lamp. 

Rbg. He is gone I — Emaciated and ftiiF fi-om 
' * N a , long 
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' loiit difufe, Ycarce caii ! drai^rtfty KmbSiaiBong, 
; knd 1 drive in vain to overtikc tli€ fiigili*e;>^^'J 

fearful yifion ! ' . v.i i:-. 

R ErG . \placing bis lamp upon a piU of Jioms.^^' Why 

' did Kenric enter my prifon ? Haply, wHen Hc^teerird 

riot my groans at the dungeon door, h^tboii^ht 

that my woes were relieved by death. Oh ! wifen 

will that thought be verified ? ^ ^ 

Ang. How funk his eye!' — How wildlf iwmgs ^ 
hismatted hair on his pale and furfo\«^ed brcwitt— 
Oh ! ihofe arc the fiirpows of angttiftii^^^Mfitf^iage. 

Reg* I have oft wiped away testi^s, btftAnever 
caufed them to flow ;— oft have I ligh€eii^v<be 
prifoner^s qhains, j^ut never, increaftd theft.bur-* 
then : — Yet 1 am doomed to chains andtears[*- 

Ang. Each found of his holkwp^aintiv^ voice 

ftfike^ to my heart- 'Dared F itecoft /hittti-^et 

perhaps a maniac— —No iliatterj he fufifcrs, 

and the accents of pity will fl(!>v(r^6*«llj^ itt-his 

■ .ears ! ' -..;.•. .> >' •..|x;/j* . 

RjEG. Thou art dead, and at r^^fli; 1«y #tffe{^— 
Safe in yon ikier, no thoitghtof Erte lia^i^thy 
quiet. Yet fure 1 wrong thee ! -At tht 4i«our of 
death thy fpirit ihall ftand befide iiie, (baU clofe 
mine eyes gently, and murmur, •^ Die, Regiiiald, 
and be at peace!" • •^^^ • 

Ang. Hark ! Heard I not ^^Pardoti,' good 

ftranger = ^ 

' Reg, \JkrHng wMy from his J0it^ 'Tis^flie! 
She comes for me! Is tbe boin* at- hand, 'fair 
vifion ? Spirit of Evelina, lead on, I follow thee ! 
[He extends Ms arms towards het^ fiaggersa few 
. paces forvoardsy thm finks exhdufiedofi thegto^md^] 

Ang. 'He faims ! — perhaps c^iresl^^-Still, 
(y 11 i— See,' he^ revives ! * • . l /.•) 

Reg. 
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,:; Rb&. 'Ti* goo?. ! Once njorc llie fport of ipy 

bewildered bx^in^ Jiartmg »/>] Powers of blils ! 

}} ifcookj:. where it mqvcs again !--Ob ! fay^ what 

art thou ? If Evelina, fpeak, oh ! fpcik ! \ . ;, 
v.. ' Ai^Ot Ha [..Named he i)ot Evelina? /that 
lloolk !^— This dungeon too !— The emOtionS; which 
.'lilts voice*-Itis^ it nauft be I-^Fatb^r! Oh! Fa- 
' \ ibcr ' ! Father 1 — [ falling upcn bis fafom.*] . j ; ^ 

Reg. Said you ?— Meant you ?— rMy daughter 
.-.j^^tny infant, \^?hoin I Jeft— Oh ! y?s, it muft be 
-..4:rue! . :My heart, which fpri^gs towards you, ac- 
^'Juiowledgcs my <;hild l--^lemiracing ker.X 
.», A^&* And is it thus I find you? Burthened 
3: Fith chains, np warmth, no air, no comfort ! 
(L i Reo. Think of it bo more, my deareft ! But 
fty,.how gained you entrance ? Has Ofmond^^ 
,:. ;ANCfci OW tlj^^t name recalls my terrors 1— 
: ? Alasi ! you fee i|i me a fugitive from his violen<;e ! 
, , , Quided by a friendljr Monk, whom your approach 
:,has frigbwned.from'me, I was endeavouring, to 
efcape : We miffed our way, and change guided 
usito this dyngepo^, But this is not a time for 
-J cjcplaoafion. - A^fwer me 1 Know you the Ibb- 
. > terraneous paffages belonging to this Caftle ? ' 
j; . Kjso. Wbofe entrance is without the walls? I 

Akg. Then we may yet be faved 1 Father, we 

: muft fly this moment. Percy, the pride of our 

Englifli youth, waits for me at the Conway's fide, 

> Come thep, oh! come !-r-Stay not one moment 

:. longer. -^f /if y!5i? apprmhs the door^ lights appear 

aiove.] • • . ■ . ' ' 

Reg, Look ! lopk, my child ! Thebeanis of 
diftant torches flafli through the gloom ! 

An a. Ha!— Yet, perhaps, afhamed of his de- 
fertion, 'tis but the Monk,.w.ho returns to feekme. 

Reg. 
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Reg. Grants Heaven, that it piay prorc fo ! _ 

0$M« [aicve.^ HafTan, guard you rticdoor .— ^ 
Follow me, friends.— [yi?^ lights difappear?^ 

Ang. Ofmond's voice ? Undone ! Undone ] 
Oh I my father ! he comes to feek yon, perhaps 
to— -Oh ! *tis a word too dreadful for a daugh- 
ter's Hps i 

• Reg. If he feeks none but me, I am tappy: 
But Ihould your fteps have been traced, niy cmli ' 
— Hark ! they come I The gloom of yonder ca- 
vern may awhile conceal you : Fly to it : Hide 
yourfelf : Stir not, I charge you, \ , ' 

Ang. What, leave you ? Ob ! no, no \''^ 

Reg. Dearefl, I entreat, I conjure you, fly I" 
Fear not for me I — Hark ! they ar^ at the door f 
Speed to the cavern! Speak not, moyc, nbt^ *if 
poffible, breathe not I 

Ang- Father t Oh! Father! 

Rbg. Farewel ! perhaps for ever !— [H? foneV 
Angela into the cavern^ then returns iajUly^ arii 
throws himjelfon the bed of Jfraw.']—'Novf then t9 ~ 
hear my doom ! 

Enter Osmovid, followed by Muley and Alaric 
with torches. 

.OsM. The door unbarred ? — Softly, my fear^ ' 
were falfe! — Lo! where ftretched on the gronnd, 
ftraw his cduch, a done his pillow, he taftes that 
repofe whjch flics from my bed of down ! — Wake, 
Reginald, and arife ! . 

Reg. You here,- Ofmond ? — What brings you 
to this (cene Df forrow ? — ^Alas ! hope flies while I 
gaze upon your frowning eye !— Have I read its 
language aright, Ofmond? ; 

OsM. Aright, if you have read my hatred. 
Reginald, I bring you truth !— What other prefeni ' 

could 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



: ' A DRAMA- is 

conld you cxpcd from mc ?*— Hate you not b*n 
ever a thorn xn my path, a fpcck in my fight?— ^ 
Was not '* Siibmit to your eld^r b^other^'? %he 
galling leflbn for ever founded in my ears ? And? 
when I praifcd fome favourite- fpot of tbefe do- 
mains, fome high-browed bill, or blooming valley> 
\yas not my father's anfwcr ftill, ^' That will be 
*^ your elder brother's?** Yes, the firft ihoughc 
which ftruck my brain was, ^^ I am a youiJger 
•^fon !*'— The firft paffion which tortured my heart 
was hate to him who made me one ! • ' 

Reg. Have I deferved that hate ?-*-Y6u often 
injured me, but as oftien Lforgave.— ^-You were ever 
my foe, but I never forgot you were my brocber;- 

OsM* Hypocrite ! 

Reg. Was I one when my weapon ftruck the 
fierce Scot to the ground, whofe fword already 
glittered above your head ?— Was I one when, feis 
embarraffed by your armour /you fank beneath^ 
the $evern*3 waves, I fpraog into the /locd| I feiz^d, 
I faved you ?— Twice have I prcfervcd your life- h 
-i— Oh ! let it not be for my own deftruftion ! — See, 
my brother, the once proud Reginald lies at yoUr 
fcetj for his pride ha$ been humbled by fufFering ! 
—Hear him adjure you by her afties, within 
whofe bofom we both have laini not to ftain your 
hands with the- blood of your brother ! - - - 

OsM. , [afid^^} H^ '^^l^ roejn my own defpite ! 

Reg. The fountains of my eyes have been long 
dried up : I have no tears that can ibften, no elo- 
quence that can perfuade; but Heaven haslighr-^ 
nings that cap blaft ! — Then fpare me, Ofmond ! 
— Kenric has rold me tliat my daughtei^ lives ! — 
Reftore me to her, arms; permit ^us in obfcurhy 
to pafs our days together! — Then fhall my laft figh 
implore upon* your hefad Heaven's forgivenefs, and 
Evclina^s. Osm^ 
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Obu. h (ball be fo.-^Rtfe, Regmrid, and Hwr. 
tne !— -You mentioned even now your daughier*-^ 
Know, (he is in my power j know alfo^ihat I lof*r 
her! 

Reg. How ? 

OsM. She reje£ks my offers. — Your authority 
can oblige her to acccpe them. — Swear to ufc it, 
and this inftant will I lead you to her arms. - 

Rbo. Ofmondy (he is your niece ! 

OSM. I have influence at Rome*— Tliat oWfecle 

%ill be none to me, — ^What is your anfwer?*— Yod 

hefitatel^Say, will you give the demanded oath ^ 

. Reg. I cannot diflemble, Ofmondi I hever 

will *. 

OsM. How ?—Reflea that your life~— 

Reg. Would be valuclefs, if purchafed by my 
daughter's tearsi— would be loaihfome, if embit- 
tered by my daughter's mifery. Ofmond, I wtll 
Bot take the oath. 

OsM. \jdmoJi choakidwitbpa£im.']-r-^T\% enough I 
— [/« fh Africans.]-— You know your duty I— 
Drag him to y<Mider cavern I — Let me not fee him^. 
die! 

Reo, [holding' iy a fragmint of the wall ^ from 
wbieb th Africans Jirive to fcrce him.'] — &other, 
for pity's fake ! for your foul's happincfs 1 

OsM. Obey me, flaves ! — Away t 

Ai^OELA rujbef intpiidhf. 

Ang. Hold oflF I— Hurt him not !~He is my 
father! 

OsM. Angela here ? 

Reg. Daughter, what means — ^ 

* This b the third time that Ofmond has'^ed the (atae^ 
quefUon, and the poor man always feoeivva tte iame anfwcr. 

Ano, 
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V :;J|^flt, {w»^irfkj5j:^ &all n«r Fa- 

ther 1— I will facrificc all to prefcrve yool— H€fe 

itoy ^hcrl * ^ 

J OsM. ffrtf«y^ffr/^.]---Lovdy AngeU i^^ 
S ^.Jfcio.' Mow> »a& gkl ?i— What woiild you do ? 
.;Q$M» RjBginald, refied— . - 

Reo^ Your uncle I^r^o^^r^iJothfir's murderer! 
•^Remember-— 

" -Aho. Your life is in danger; I muft forget all 
♦lfe/---Ofn:K»d, rtieafe my father, and folempJy 

I QvfiBL^^ 

-« Rta Hold» girli and firft hear me l^^lheeli^.J 
—God ofj^ature, to Thee I call !— If e'er oh O^ 
mond's bofbm a child of mine xcfts — if e'er Ihe 
caUs hioji hufbaod who pierced, het; haplefs mo- 
>hei?a heart, that monient (hall a woud4 by my 
fWn haiid infltfted-— 

' Amo. Hold !— Oh ! hold !— End not yoo» 
oath I . ^ 

OsH. I bbm with rage I 
, Ra^., Sivqaf ocv^r to be Ofauind'^ I 
* Akc« IXwear !•— 
., Rtea. Be repaid by this embrace ! . 

OsM. Beit your Jaft f-^Tear them afunder ! 

Ano. Away !— Av^ay !— I will not leaire him } 

OsM. Part them, I fey !*— Ha .! What noife ? • 

r Ha$8; My Lord, all is loft !— Percy hasfiir- 
priied the CafUe, and fpeeds this way ! 

OsM. Confufiori !— Then I muft be fudden.-** 
Aid me, Haffan ! — ^{[HaflTan and Ofcnond force An- 
gdi/rom b^ Father^ v)bofud(Unfy dijtngagtf bim^ 
Jotffrcm Muley W Ahric.J 

R£0«. Fripa(U fo^joear ?«~VUlains t ik lead 
-,<- O -. you 
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.you OiiUI buy my life dearly !—[>iJfew^i«WS 
HaflanV/tivri.] ' ^- .7^: 

OsM. [employed wifb H^flao inretnimng AQg(^ 
fe;&7<f Reginald' i/^/^/yij &w/^^ againji Mulcy ^«( 
Alaric.] — Down with him IWWrcft the fwiord 
from him !~ [Alaric is wounded, ^ndfalk ;,.Malej| 
gives back; at the fame time OimKffid's forty ^,^pi^ 
fears ahove^purfuedty PcrcyV.]— :— Hark !-rr^They^ 
come! — Dallardly villains ! — Nay then my owa 

•hand muft [Dr^itving bis fuoord^.be rujbex 4^M. 

Regina]d^t(;it^ is difarmed, andbeafen i^pcm l^k^t ; 
when at tbe moment that Ofmond lifts bis arm^t^Jk^r 
bim^ Evelina*j Cbofi tbntus btrjelf between :tl^ i 
Ofmond ^arts hack^ and drops bisfioord^} . . V..^^ 

OsM. Horror! — VV hat form is this ? ,• ^^ . 

Ang. Die! — [pi/engaging ber/efffrm Ha0^|i 
fiefprings fuddenty forwards^ and flu^geji. her . ^^igj^. 
in Ofaiond J io/ow, wbo falls with a loud gfMe^^^^fui 
faints, ^be Gbofi vanifhes\ Aiigela tf^^.Reg^ld 
rujhinto eacb other* s arms.'] • , . j> ?^r 

Ang. Father, thou art mine agajf^ J ,/, . ..^, ^ . 

Enter Percy, MoTtBY, Sate, HxnotOi^ %fr; 
purfuing OsJiAOND'j Party. [^Mfttfonfeehig bim' 
hlt^ng upon the grcundJ] . • 

Pjerc Y. Hold, my brave friends**!— Sec wheirc 
lies the objeft of our fearch I . . ,^ ., . , , a 

Ang. Percy !—:Dear Percy ! / 

Percy— [^«ig /tf*^r.]—I)eaireft Angela! 

Ang. My friend, my guardian angel ! — Ccjpi^, 
Percy, come ! embrace my fatjierr Ifrrf ^hc^^^ efli* 
brace the protedor of youPchiJd 1 

Percy. Do I then behold Earl Regbald ? 

Reg. {embracing i>//w.]-— The fame, brave Per* 
Cy ! — Welcome to my heart !— *Live ever acxt it. 

Anq. Oh moment ihat overpays my fuflfer- ' 
4 .. ^ logs I 
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Siigs'f^^TKid yet-i Percy, that wretched, manj* 

He perWhed by my hand ! 
-'Skifc. Hark, he fighs !-^Therc is life ftill in 

h\m\' -- ^- -■ ■ ;■ ■ . . ■;. ' 

' AvG. Life ?— Then fa ve him, fave him!—* 
Biearllim to his chamber ! — Look lo his wound I^-* 
Meafk; if |)offible !— At leaft gain -hfin time to vt* 
pitix} his critnes and errors !——[Of'^opd iV,tftf»^ 
veyed a^ay:— Servants enter with torches^ wi tht 
Stater hecomes Hgbt. J , 

« f titer. Though ill-deferved by ^ his . jguiltt 
y^ir generous pity ftill is amiable. — But fay, fair' 
A'tf^ela, what have 1 to hope?— Is my love a|h^ 
proved by your noble father ?— Will he— . 

Req. Percy, this is no time to talk of love.— 
Lit'rtife haftfen to my expiring brother, and foftctt 
Wiih'fbrgivenefs the pangs of death 1 ^ 

^*pBkcnr- And cah you forget your fufferings ? 

'Rite;'* Ah ? youth, has he had none ?— Oh ! m 
his ftately chambers, far greater muft have been his 
pangs than mine in this gloomy dungeon ; for 
wjiat gji^.ivi^itooifort was hts terror'-*-wfaat g^ve 
mfhof^e was his dcfpair, I knew that I was gt)iU<; 
lefs — ^knew that, though I fuffcred in this World^^ 
my Jot would be happy in that to come ! 

And, Oh thou wretch ! whom hopelefa woes pppreff, . 

Whofe day no ]oy8, whote^ night no (tvcmhtn \Atk I 

Whefi pale Dcip^>8)M0i6 thf phfcnie^^CTi^; 

Screams in tHiife jcar,. pd "bidf tl^e H^ven dea]^ 
<Jourt.thou Religion! Strive thy faith to fave ! 
■ BUkd thy fixed glance on hlifs heyond the grave 1' - / 

Huih guilty murnun 1 iBimfii dark xiiilrttft ! 

Think tb.m'4 1) ^w^ abcn^tt iior 4oMbt U^t Power it jofti 



FINIS. 
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TO THE READER* 






9t\* 



Mahy cnoncous affertions hivt been rtiBiit tii^^hg diliP" 
SKtem; ibmei that the language, vms orj^inallj ertrenu^ 
l^ceotiona} othen> that the lcneim«iits wetevidlently demo- 
cratic ; and others again, that if Mr. Sheri^n had not advi^a * 
me to. content myfelf with a tingle Spe^re, I meant to hare 
exhibited a whole regio^nt Of Chb^ To dl^rove the& re- - 
p^fts 1 hate deviated fr<)m the u(ual mode of publiibingPJajrs, 
as performed, and have printed mine almoft verbatim, as 
origlnaHy written. Whether it ment^ the al^^apinfytiona, : 
Uie reader has now had an opportunity of judging for himfelf. 
Tmull juft mention that the laft line of the I^ede ia aMod, 
^nd that in the Second Scene of the fifth A&.^ The Priar mm 
itizic to (lick in the door way, whereas he now tmA^M'-lifft * 
XX it without dlHkulty. v * .*t/.. 

' O^^ charge*, however, have been brought againfl me oft 
tjctte* grotindfe, and 1 muft.requeft the reader's patience while* 
i fay'a fcWWoitls refpeding thejna, To ftriginality of ch^-' 
rafter I make no pretence. Ijeriicwted heroines and coir- 
fcienoe-fihng villains 4:ertainly have made their co^rtofi^ ^ji^d 
bows tb a firitifli audience long before th? a^ppearance of **. Ife 
Cafih SfeBrc^) th^. Inmt and Aim are f»pies, hot veiy 
faint ones, itxm JulttCi Nurfe, aitd 8heridan*« "Fdtber Paut^ 
and Percy is a mighty pretty-behaved young gentleman ;with 
nearly no char^der at all. I ftall ndt fo madily give v/fistf 
tfetn t<f tlofe!ty, ^9rhtXk I mehth>ttiny "tfrifaJKhfOpic iTigfa: 
He has been compared to Zanga j but Young's Hem di^s 
widely from what I meant in PLajfan. Zanga't hatred is <^- 
fined to one object 5 to deftroy the happinefs of that 6bjet^ -i# 
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^if Tale .aim, and hk vengeance i^ no fooncr aocoiii|didM4 
X}f9n be repe^U its giatification* Hafan is a man 4}f viirierti 
f affions^ and F^^ /<^in^i ^b^^e bofpm is filkd ^th. Ifac 
milk of human ktudAefs, IkX that milk is fobred by d<i|»air| 
tvhole nature was fuiceptible of the tendered affe^lions^ but 
iffho fi^ls thdt all the chains of his affe6lions are broken 'for 
^cr. He has loft evefy thing, even hope; he has no fiftgte 
4f^t^ Ugainft which he can direct his vengeance, and he dl- 
litAs it at Urge againft mankind. He hates kit ike wbrttf. 
Bates even himfeif ; for he feels that m that world there Is nin 
itst that loves hixh. 

^ '* LoTfi^roU past ibiiinr^ fnreqii6<» doottnu 

> ^<Otf f^dofot^efl*iiafiflaefoivin6me$ 

V ^^ On' iSttEt de sVimer , it cfuel<)u*4in no nous aiatM i** 

...JStUt tho«gb Haflkn*s heart is changed by difappointment 
Md oMltbrlutie, that heart once was feeling and kind^, nor 
•OHkl he Jbate with fuch inveteracy, if he had not loved with 
•xtreme affi?£tion. In my opinion this charafter is not 
Zangd's; but this I muft leave to the public decifion. I may^ 
however, boldly, 'and without Vanity, affert, that Mdiliylk 
qiilte new to the fetage. In other plays the Fool has altHiy* 
been a fliarp knave, quick in repartee, and'ftiU of Whim^ 
fency, and entertainment j whereas my Fobl (but t own'l 
did not mean to make him fo) is a duH, itat, good fort ^ ' 
plaiti matter of Ikd 'fillow, as in the' courfe of the pct- 
fii^rmance Mr. Bannl(!er dil^overed to his great (brrbw. 

That Cfittond is attended by negroes is an anachronifm, I 
jBow $ b«t from the great applaufe which Mr. Dowton con« 
HaifHy rsce^nd in Haffka (a charafter which he played ex* 
tfvmely Well), I am inojined to think that the audience was 
not gteatly oSended at the impropriety. For my own part, 
. J by ha moans repent the introduAion of my Jfricam : I 
. V thought 
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4kefle9, if X matfe my iertaslB btaek^j mt^toMl hsrifi»i 
^ncod tile ikme ctttA by nwUog^lDy hcfoine 'Mk, ibIbrV 
Iboiild have OHuk her* rrv* 

' Iii the Friar's defence, when he moft ungallantly leaves y^^ 
fila in the cavern to ihift for berfelf, I can only plead the n^ 
ceiCty of the cafe. Stay where he waa be could not ; go hc^ 
mift at any nte: I tnuidl^ him offtn the beft^wmi^tliiii Xr 
could ; and* for the (ake of th^ public^ I heactdy wift ibMr 
way had been better. With regatd to hi^ not. meeting Ofim^i! 
in bb flight, a little imaginatim will fixm coaqner thsU 4ifi^> 
cnlty : It may be feppofed, that aa he M fik^^io oombg^ '" 
he loft i^ggtn in going i or^ that he onoealMl himAtf titt fhd 
Earl had paffedhim } ec» Ibat hft tttmbltd-iiowftni^ hi^k^ Mi 
neck> tr» that he • . • . did any tbtngelTe yeu-^ik^i bect^^ 
1 leave this matter entirely to the reader's fancy. ' ' - 

Againft my Spe^re many objef^ions have been urged v opp 
9fthen\I think rather curious. She ought Dot to appi^u^ 
becaufe the belief in Ghofls no longer exifts ! In my opiiiioQ^ 
this is. the veiy realbn why ^tmay be produced w^th^i^i^ra* 
ger; for there is now no fear of increafing the ini9uenceof fi|<- 
perftition, or ilrengthening the prejudices of the we^k-minded^ 
I confefs I cannot fee any reafon why Apparitions ini^^ot^j^^ 
as well permitted to ilalkln a tragedy, as Fairies befu^fxj^' 
, 'to fly in a pantomime, or Heathen Gods and GdddelTes to <^t, 
capers in* a grand ballet ; and I ihould rather imagine that 
dherm and Bacchus now find as little credit to the full as tha 
Cock-lane Gboft, or the Speftre of Mrs, FeaL 

Kever was any poor foul fo ill-ufed as &vdina\ pteviott» 
t9 her prefenting herfclf before the audience. Tlie Friends tor 
whom I read my^ Drama, the Managers to whom I prefented 
It, the Adors who were to perform in it— all conabincd to per- 
fecute my Sfe£fre^ a^d rec^uefted me to confine my Ghc^ tOk 

Ae 
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tte, Gfee&-Rooifir» Aware that withoiit her my'd^Mt^p^ 
tvcRilddorelyTefeinbte tluLt^ ^^eiSreckm Daughter , I per-^ 
Sftsd i»r.MCsinmg her. * The event jnHified my obfHnacy t Tke 
SfeBre was as well treated before the curtain as ihc had been 
ill-ufed behind it; and as fhe continues to make h^r ap- 
pearance nightly with increafed applaud, \ think myielf un* 
4er great obligations both to her aod hec jeprefentative. 

^ But though I am oonfcious that it is Tetyimperfedt, I (hall 
ilQl.fo far 'oS<ndmyQwn feelings^ o^inftrlt the jiidgment of 
th« public, wluch has given it a very favourable reception, aa 
tci^ l^iki, liitfQk my Play veiy bad. Had fuch been my 
optiiion» inibead of producing it on the^ilage, or committing 
\% Xs3t the pmfay I ^ottld Inrreput it behind the fire, or, throwing 
it iato the Tbam»p v^^^ a prefent bf it to the British Scombri 
Stilt its iuccefs^on the ilage (great enough to content even an 
author) does not prevent my being very doubtful as to Its 
• reception in'the clofet^ when divelled of its beautiful mufic, 
f{]3endid fceneryi and, abqve all,, of, the a6ting, excellent 
throughout. Without detrad^ing from the merits of the; 
other performers (to all of whom I think myfelf much in- . 
dcbted for their refpe^live exertions), I muft here beperr 
mitted to return particular thanks to Mrs. Jordan^ whofe 
manner of fiiflalning her charafter exceeded my raoft fan- 
guine hopes, and In whofe hands my heroine acquired an' im- 
portance for which (he was entirely indebted to the talents 
4ii the ailrcft. ^ . - r , . 

Al G. LfeWIS. 
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